




DON, 1598 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.42) OdaVO 



ItkoAU* 

— - C. 

C.J4, k.i+t- 



^=-:- ^ 





As it hath beene publikely a&cd by the Right Hoi* 
nourable thcLord Chambcriainc his 
fcruants. 

By William Shake-Jjvare. 



tinted by Valentine Simmes for Andrew Wifc,and 
? cc 5P fold at his ihop in Paules churchyard at 
the fign e of the Angel, 

? S > ?• 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22308) LONDON, 1598 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.42) 




.. 




if 



JVfj b')WS^fPpn®KJ{J<| 311530. <* 
. •• ■ 



0-m 

: #■ 



JrY ve 

-ii z^iuu^tu 3fi U*>J S$Qjt ti'ifc 

. 

i' - - ' \-v ' - S % / ‘ '% 




Enter King Richard John of Gant, 

■with other Nobles and^ 

Attendants . 

King Richard, 

| Ldc Iohn of Gaunt time honored Lancafter, 

1 Haft thou according to thy othe and bande 
) Brought hither Henry Herford thy bofdfon, 
) Here to make good the boiftrous late appeale 
i Which then our Icifure would not let vs hear# 
Againft the Duke of Norffolkc,Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt. I haue my Leigc. 

King T el me moreoucr,haft thou founded him ' . 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubieft ihould 
On fottie knowne ground of treacherie in him. 

gaunt As neare as I could lift him on that argument. 
On fome apparent danger feene in him, 

Atmde at your Highncile, no inueterate malice. 

King 1 hen call theni to our pretence face to face. 

And frowning brow tb brow our felucs will heart. 

The accufer and the accufcd freely fpeakc: 

Hie ftomacktare they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as the feaj haft ie as fire. 

Snt er 'Bullrngbroohe and Mowiu-aj, 

Many ycares of happy dales befall 
> y § r atious boueraigne, my fnoft louing Liege. 

A 2 
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TheTragedieof 
Each day fti] better others happinefle 

V mil the heauens enuying earths good ifappe, ’ 

Addc antmraovtal title to yourCrownc 
King. We thanke you both»yet one but flatters vs 
As wel appeareth by the caufe you come 
NameJy toappeale each other of high treafon: 

Coofin of Hereford what doff thou obieft 

A #T? t A P" 1 ' 0 ,™ ? rfolkc Mowbray? 

B «1 FirfMeauen be the record to niyfpcccb. 

In the dcuotion ofa AibieftsJoue, 

Tendering the precious fafccie of my Prince 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 
f® mc * 3 PP ellant to this princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turnc to thee. 

And raarke my greeting wel : for what I fpeake 
My body fhal make good vpon this earth. 

Oi my diuinc foule anfvverc it in heauen; 

Thou art atraitour andamifereant; 

T oo good to be fo,and too bad to hue, 

Sincethe more faire and crifiall is the skie. 

The vglier feeme the cloudes that in it flic: 

Once more.the more to aggrauatc the note, 

W ith a foule traitours name ftuffe I thy rhrotc. 

And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tongfpeaks, my right drawne fword may proue. 

Mow, Let not my cold words here accufe my zealc, 

Tis not the trial 1 ofa womans war. 

The Litter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this caule betwixt vs twainc. 

The bloud is hottc that mu ft be cookl for this, 

YetcanI notofluch tamepatienceboaft. 

As tobehulhtand naught at al to fay. 

Firft the faire rcuercnce ofyour highnefle curbcs mee* 
From giuing reines and fpurs to my free fpeech. 

Which elfe would poll vntdi it, had returnd, 

Thefe tearrrtes oftreafon doubled downe his throat: 
Setting afide his high blouds royaltie. 

And let him bee no kiirfman to my Lcigc, 



Km Richard the fecottd. 






I do defie him, and fpit at him. 

Cal him a flaunderous coward and a villaine, 

Which to maintaine,I wouldallow hi mods, 

And meete him were I tide to runneafoote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabi table. 

Where cucr Englifh man durft fettc hisfootc, 

Meane time let this defend my loyaltie. 

By all my hopes mod falfely doth he lie. 

r Bul. Pale trembling coward there I throw my g a 5 c » 
Declaiming hecre the kinred ofa King. 

And lay afide my high blouds royaltie, 

Which Feare.notReuerencc makes thee to except. 
IfgUiltic dread haue left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take vp mine honours pawne.thcn ftowpe. 

By that,and all the rites of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make goodagainftchcearme toarme, ;■ 

What I haue fpoke,or thoucanft deuife. : v c l A ..tossJjL 
Mow. Itake itvp,and bythatfwordI fwcare, 

Which gently laide my knighthood on my ft\oulder. 

He anlwere thee in any faire degree, 

Ochiualrous defigne of knightly trial!, 

And wh en I mount, aliue piay I not light. 

If r be traitpur or vniuftly fight. 

King. What doth our Coofin Jay to Mowbraics charge? 
It mud be great chat can inherite vs. 

So much as of a thought ofill in him. 

Bui. Looke what liayd my life (hal prooue it true. 

That Mowbray bathrecciude eight thoufand nobles, 

Li name of Lendings forypurhighnefte fouldiours, 
i he which hec hath detainde for lewd imploymcnts, 

Like a falfe traitour and iniurious villaine, 

Befidcs I fay, and will in battaile prooue. 

Or herCjOr elfe where to the furtheft Verg« • .4 

That euer was furucyed by fenglifh eie, 

i hata 1 the treafons for thefe eightecneyearcs, 
Lomplottcd and contriued in this land: 
etcht from falfe Mowbray their firft head and fixing.* 

A 3 Further 
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TheTragedteof 




Further I fay, and further will maintainc 
V pon his bad life to make all thisjgood. 

That he did plottc the Duke of 6ioc e fters death, 
Suggefl his loone belecuing aduerferies. 

And confequently like 3 traitour coward, 

Sluc’te out his innocent foule through ftrearaes ofbloud 
Which bloud, like lacrificing Abels cries, ’ 

Euen from the tonguelefle Cauerns ol the earth. 

To me for iuffice and rough chaftifcment: 

Andby the glorious worth of my difcent, 

Thisarroc fhall do jt,or this life be (pent. 

King . How high a pitch his refolution {bares, 

T homas of Norfolke what laift thou to this? 

Mewb. Oh let my foueraigne turne away his face. 

And bid hiseares a little while be deafe. 

Till I haue told this flaunder of his bloud. 

How God and good men hate fo foule a ller. 

King. Mowbray, impartial are our eies and earei* 

Were he my brother,nay,my kingdomes heire. 

As he is but my fathers brothers fonne. 

Now by feeptersawe 1 make a v6 w> 

Such neighbour ncerenes to our facred bloud 
Should nothing pr mi l edge him nor partialize 

The vnftoopingfirmcneffebf my vpright foule. 

He is our hibietf Mowbray^fe art thou. 

Free fpcech and fearelcffe I to thee allow'. 

Mowb. Then Bollinj’broofec as low as to thy heart. 
Through the fid fepaf&gc of fhv throat thou lieft. 

Three parts of thatreceipte I hid for Calhce, M :b " : 1 

Disburrt I to hishighneflc Sbul'diour's,- rJ ’'' " 

The other part refeiude I by confent, 

For that my foueraigne liege was in roy debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account 3 
Since la'll: I went to France to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwal low downe that lic.For Gloce (fersdeathi 
I flew him not,but,to mine ownc'difgrace 
Negleaedmy fwornedutie inthatcafe: 

Foryoti roy rtoblc Lordof Lancaftcr, 

The 



King Richard the fee ond„ 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay an ambufli for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vexe my greeued foule? 

Ah but ere I laft receiu’de the (acramcnt, 

I did confeflc i. t,and exactly begd 

Your graces pardon,and I hope I had it* : - d 

This is my fault, as for the reft appeals! 

It ifTues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and moft degenerate traitour. 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

And enterchangeably hurle downe the gage, r .o' ; ; r 
V pon this ouerweening traitours foote, 

Toproouc my felfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Euen in the beft bloude chamberd in his bofome, 

In haftc whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your highnefTe toafsigne our trial day. 

King. Wrath kindled gentleman bee ruled by me, 

Lc ts purge this choler without letting bloud. 

This w'eeprelcribe though no l^ljifitioni; -fi, - ■ r - , , , 

Dccpc malice makes too deepeincifion, n 

Forget,fcrgiue,concludc,and bee agreed, 

Our Dodors fay thi* is no month Co bkede: 

Good Vnckle let t his end where it. begunne, 

Wede calme the Duke of Nojffolke,yoq y'our fonne. , 

Xp be 3 m^kc frpcaccdha 1 become my age,’ 

1 hrow do wne(u iy fonne) the Duke ofNorfolkes gage. 
Ktng. And Norfolk? throw dowrne his. 

Cfduni. Wiien Harry ,whcn?pbedience bids, 

Obedience bjdsI^ould^Utbid.againe, > ,\ ' v ^ 

^Mg. No: folk? rh row. do wne wee bid, there is no boote. 

Mv uZ\\ ^ C 1 C * t,iroW ( <lr ^d foueraigne) at thy foote. 

My life thou fhalt commauud,but not my^fliame, 

D^n°“k r?1 f) !utl f^wes,but.my faircname 
To fl S | ht j f n Catl ^Jaf hues vpon mv graue, 

1 ° n0UrS t^ e r ^ ou Oiafc n’oThjue; 

Pier ft to r}! kaffuid liccrc, 

Thcwhirb c °ulcwith Slaunders vcnomd fpeare, . 
hich no bahneican e#rc but Iris heart bloud 

Which 



A 
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sonoil or! 



The T ragedie of — 

Whicjibreathde this poyfon. 

King. Rage mult be with flood, 

Giue me his gage, Lions make Leopards tame. 

Morvb. Yea, but not change his foots, take but my lliarnc 
Audi refigne my gage my dearedcare Lord. 

The pureft ticai'uretnortaH times aflfoord, 

Is fpotlefle reputation^ hat away ^ 

Men are but guilded loame,or painted clay, 

A leweil in a tennetimes bard vpchcft, 

Isa bold fpiric in a loyall bread: 

Mine honour is my life.both grbw in one, '*• 1 

Take honour from me, and my life is done: 

Then (deare my Liege)mine honour let me try, 

In that I liue,and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin throw vp your gage,do you beginnev 
Uni. O God defend my foulc from fuch deepc finne. 
Shall I feemc Greft- fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale begger-faee impeach my height, 

Before this out-darde daflirdrereniy tongue 5 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wiong. 

Or found fo bafe a parlec, my teeth fhall teare. 

The flauifimioriuc of recanting fcare, -'i * ' 

And fpit it bleeding'in his high difgrace. 

Where fhame doth harbour, cuen in Mpwbraics face. 5 

King. We were not borfre fe fue,buf to tommaund. 
Which fince wee cannot do to make you friends^ 

Be rcadie as yourjife ihall anfwerc it. 

At Coucntiy vpon Saint Lambards day, 

Therefhall your fwordsarid lauiices arbitrate ' - ; 

The fwelling difference ofyour fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone ybu,you fball fee 
Iuflice defigne the Vigors chiualrie: 
LordMatlhalljCommaundowrOfficers at Armes, , 
Be readie to direft thefe home alaTmes. 



Ti 5<}5aU 









; 



Enter lohn of Cj aunt with the Duchejfe ofGbceJle* 0 , 
Gaunt. Alas the part I had in Woodcocks bloud, 
Doduaorc fallicitc me then your exclaims T 
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King Rickard the fecond. 

To fibre againfl the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction lieth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we ca nnot correCl, 

Put wcour quarrell to the wilofheauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Duchejfe Findcs brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurref 
Hath loue in thy old bloud noliuingfire? 

Edwards feuen fonnes wherof thy felfe artonc, 

Were as feuen viols of his facred bloud. 

Or feuenfaire branches fpringing from one rootc: 
Someofthofe feuen arc dried by natures courfe. 

Some of thofe branches by the Deftinics cut:j 
But Khemae my deere Lord, my life, my Glocefi er. 

One viol ful of Edwards facred bloud, 

One flourifhing branch ofhis mod royall rootc 
Is crackt, and al the precious liquor fpilr. 

Is hacktdo wnc, and his fummcrlcaucsal faded > 

By Enuieshand,andMurdersbloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his blond was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
Thatmettaf, that felfe mould, thatfafhioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou liucfl and brcathcfL 



An 



THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.42) OctaVO 



In fome large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother die 
Who was the model of thy fathers life , 

Gall it not patience Gaunt, it is difpairc, 

In fufferingthus thy brother to be fiaughtred, 

hou file weft the naked pathway to rhy 'ife. 
That whf L r0C MUft!er h ° W t0 bHfch " thec •* 

H pa e cold r me *7 mCn W f intltlc Pa '“«ce, 

W&J d T?T r r 1 r Clnnob,cbrcafts * 

Thl Lft I % t0 fafegard thy own life, 

Own cV t0 r n§C m >' Gloccffcrs death. 

B 





The Tragedieof 

An angricarttte againft his minifter. 

Duck. Where then alas may I complaine myfelfe? 
gaunt To God tire widdowes Cham pion and defence/ 
‘Duck. Why then I will, farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft toGouentryjthere to heholde 
Our Coofin Hertord and fell Mowbray fight, 

0 let my husbands wrongs on Herfords fpeare, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breath* 

Or if ra.ftortune rmfle the firft carier, 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauie in his bofome, 

That they may breake his faming couriers backe* 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts', 

A caitiue recreant to my Coofin Herfot d. - 
Farewelold Gaunt, thy fometiraes brothers wife. 

With her companion Griefe muft end her life. 

Gam. Sifter farewell linuft to Couentrie, 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with mee. ^ 

Duch. Yet one word more,gricfe boundeth where itfal$ 
Not with the emptiehollefwnefle,but weight: 

1 take tr»y leaue before I hauc begunrie. 

Tor forrow ends not wlien it fcetncth done: 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorke s 
Lo t!iis is all may yet depart not fo, i • ' 

Though this be al.do not lb quickly goe.* 

I lha'I remember more : Bid hkm.ahwjiat? 

With a! good Ipeede at Plalhievifitme, 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee. 

But emptie lodgings and vfrfumiftvt walks, 

Vnpeopled oft" ces,vntrodden ftoncs. 

And what heare there for welcome but my gforaes? 

Therefore commend me, let him not c6mc there, 

. To feeke out foirow that dwels euery where, 

Defolate,defolatewiUlheriee anddie: ’ . 

The laft leaue ofthce takes my weeping eye. ■ c x!0k 




£nter the Lord MarfheM and the Duke Aumerte.. 

Mar. My Lord Aumetle is Hariy Herfordarmaei 
Awn. "Y ea at al pointsjand Icings to enter in, ^ 
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King Richard tlefecend. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke fp rightfully and bold, 
Staies but the furomonS ofthe appellants trumpet. 

Awn. Why then the Champions are prepard/and ftay 
For nothing 6ut his maieftics approach. 

The trumpets founded the King enters with his neblcs-.whcv 
they are fet, enter the duke of Norfolke in armes deft tndant. 

Kin*. *MarfhaH dcnfiaund of yonder Champion, 
Theeaufe ofhisarriuall here in armes, 

Askc him his name, and orderly proceedc > 

To fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the JGngs f a y who thou ait,. 
And why thou commcft thus knightly clad in armes, 
Againft what man thou comft,and whats-thy quarrel, 
Speake truely on thy knighthood, and thy oth. 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, D. of Norfolke. 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a knight fhould violate) 

Both todefend my loyaltie and truth 
To God.my king, and my fuccceding ifliie, 

Againft the Duke ofHerford thatappealesmec. 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arme. 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

A traitour to tpy God, my king, and me. 

And as I truely fight defend me heauen. 





1 



The Trumpets found .enter T)uhe ofHerford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Alar (hall a^lcc yonder knight in armes^ 

Both who he is>snd why hcc commeth hither 
Thin plated in habiliments of watre. 

And formally according to our law, 

Depofc him in the iuflice ofhis caufc. 

Mar- What is thy name,and wherfore cemft thou hither? 
before king Richard inhisroyall lifts, 

Againft whom comes thoufand whats thy quarrcll? 
opeake like a true knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

B a ’Bui. 

^ — f 






i; 
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T he T ragedie of 

Bui Harry of Herford, Lancaster, and Darbie 
Am I, who rcadie here do ftand in Armcs, 

To prooue by Gods grace,md my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Xbomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 

That he is a traitour fouie and dangerous, 
ToGodofhcauen,KingRichard,and to me: 

And as I truely figbt,dcfcnd me heauen. 

Mar. On paineof death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardic, as to touch the lifts, 

Except the Matciall and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to direft thefc faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Martiall,Iet me kifte my foueraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mowbray and my fclfe are like two men, 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louing farewell of our feuerall friends. 

Mar. The appellant inalldutiegreetesyotirihighnelTc, 
Andcraues to kifte yourhandand take his leaue. 

King. Wee will defeendand fold him in cur armcs, 
Coolin of Herford,as thy caule is right, 

So be thy fortune in thisroyall fight: 

Farewel my bloud, which iftoday thou (head. 

Lament wc'may,but nos rcuenge the dead. 

Bui. O let no noble eye prophane a teare , 

For me, if I begordc with Mowbrayes fpeare; 

As confident as is the falcons flight 
Againft abird,do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take mv leaue of vou: 

Of you (my noble coofin) Lord Aumarlc, 

Not fickc although I haue to doo with death, ’ 

But lu fti e ,yong,and cheereiy d rawing breath, 

Loe,as at Engliih feaftsfo I regrect 

The dainfieit laft.to make the end moft fweete. 

Oh thou the earthly Authour of my bloud, 

Whofe youchfull fpiritin me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lifr me vp. 

To reach at Vnftorie aboue my head* 



King Richard the feccnd, 

Adde proof’e vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy blefsings fteele my launces poynt. 

That it may enter Mowbraies waxen coatc. 

And futbifh new the name oflohn a Gaunt, 

Eiien in the luftie hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. Go i in thy good caufe make thee profperou* 

Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
Of thy aduerfe pernitious enemie, 

Rowfe vp thy youthful bloud, be valiant and line. 

Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to chriuc. 

Mow. How euer God or fortune caft my lotte, 

There liucs or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyal, iuft,and vpright Gentleman: 

Neucr did captiue with a freer heart 
Caft oflfhis chaines of bondage, and embrace, 

JHis golden vncontroled enfranchifemcnt, 

More then my dauncing fouie doth celebrate, 

This feaft of battle with mine aduerfaric, 

Moft mightie Leigc.and ray companion Peeres* 

Take from my mouth the wifh of happie yeares. 

As gentle and as iocund as to ie ft 
Go I to fight,trueth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewel (my Lordjfecurely I efpic, 

Vertue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the triall Martial I, and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,and Darby. , 

Receiue thy la'unce,andGod defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong asa tower in hope I cry, Amen, 

Mart. Go beare this lance to Thomas D. of Norfolk?, 

Herald. Harry of Herford,Lancafter and Darby 
Stands hcere, for God, his fbueraigne,and himfelfe, 
Onpaine to be found falfe and recreanr, 

1 o prooue the Duke of Notfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A traitour to his God, his king, and him, 

tr ,j tC r to ^ et f° rwar ds to the fight. 

Herald. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D.ofNorfolk, 

B 3 On 









TheT rsgedit of 

On paine to be found falfc and recreant, 

Both to defend himfelfc, and to apprbue 
Henry of Hercford»Lancaftcr,and Darby, 

To God, his fbueraigne.aricl to him difloyal, 
Coutageoufly, and with a free defire. 

Attending butthe fignall to beginne. 

Mart. Sound trumpets, and fet forth Combatants 
Stay, the king hath thrownehis warder downc. 

King. Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpearcs, 
And both returne backe to their chaires againe: 
Withdraw with vs, and let the trumpets lound. 

While weteturne thefe dukes, what we decree. 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our counfel we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fhouldnotbefoild 
With that deerebloud which it hath foftered: 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afped 
Ofciuil wounds plowd vp with neighbours fword. 

And for we thinke the Eagle-winged pride 
Offkie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 
Withriual-hatingenuyfcton you 
To wake our pc ace, which in our countries cradle 
Drawes the fweete infant breath of gentle fleepe, 

W hich fo rouzde vp with boiftrous vntunde drumme 
With Iiarfh refounding trumpets dreadful bray, 

And grating fhock of wrathful yron armcs» 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire Peace, 

And make vs w'ade cuen in our kinreds bloud. 

Therfore we banifh you our territories: 

You coufin Hereford vpon paine of life , 

Tii twice fiue fummers haue cnricht our field . 

Shal not regreete our faire dominions 
But tread the ftrangcr paths ofbanifhmenr. 

Bui. Your wil be. done; this muft my comfort be, 

T hat Sunne that warmes you here, fhai 1 fhine on me, 
And thofe his golden beames vnto you here lent 
Shal point on me, and guild my banifhment. 

Kwg Noi folke, for thee remaines a heauier doome* 



Kino Richard the fecond. 

$ 

Which I with fome vnwillingnes prcnounce. 

The flie flow houres fball not determinate 

The datclefle limite of thy deere exile. 

The hopelefle word of neuer to returne, 

Breathe I againfl thee, vpon paine of life. . 

Mowb. A heauie fentence, my moft foueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlookt for from your Highnefl’c mouth* 

A deerer merir, not fo deepe a maifne, 

As to be cafl forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highnefle hands? 

The language I haue learnt thefe forty ycareJ, 

My natiue Enghfh now I muft forgo, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Than an vnftringed viol! or a harpe. 

Or like a Cunning inftrument cafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune theharmony: 

Within my mouth you haueengaold my tongue. 

Doubly portcullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me: 

3 am too old to fi wne vpon a nurfe. 

Too far inyeeres to be a pupil now. 

What is thy fentence but fpecchleflc death? 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breath. 

King It bo ate s thee not to be compaffionate. 

After our fentence playning comes too late, 

Aiow. Then thus I turne me from my countries lights 
To dwel in folcmne fhades ofehdlcflc nighr. ° 

King. Returne againe arid take an oth with thee. 

Lay on our royal fword your baijifht hands, 

Sweare by the duty that y’owe to God 
(Our part therein we banifh with your fclues,} 

To keepc the oath that we adminifter: 

You neuer fhal, fo helpe you truth and God, 
embrace each. others loue in banifhment ’ 

Tf or neuer looke Vpon each others face,' 

Norncucrwrite, regreete, norrecencile 
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TheT r Age Ate of 

Thislowring temp eft of your home-bred hate* 
Norneuerby aduifcd purpofe meete, 

T o plot, contriuc, or complot any ill, 

Gainft v*, our ftate, our fubiects, or our land. 
jSW.Ifweare. 

Mew. and I, to keepe al this. 

’Bui. Noiffolke, fo fare as to mine enemy: 

By this time, had the King permitted ys, 

One ofour foules had wandred in theayre, 

Banifht this fraile (epulchre ofour flefti. 

As now our flefh is banifht from this land, 
Confcfle thy treafons ere thou flie the realme. 
Since thou haft far fo go, bcare not along 
The' clogging burthen of a guilt* c foul e. < \ 

Mow. No Bullingbrooke, if eiier I were traitour 
My name be blotted from the booke of life. 

And I fromheauen banifht a*from hence: 

But what thou art,God,thou ,and I, do know , 
And al too foone (I feare) the king ftial rew: 
Farewel (my Leige) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue back to England al the world’s my way. 

King Vncle, cuen in the glafles of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieucdhcarc : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeeres 
Pluckt foure away, fix frozen winters fpent, 
Returnc with welcome home from banilhment. 

'BhU. How longa time lies in one little word, 
Foure lagging winters and foure wanton fprings, 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

gaunt. Ithankemy leige, that in regard ofme, 
He fhortens foure ycares of my fonnes exile*; < o 
But little vantage flial I rcape thereby: 

For ere the fixe y cares that he hath tofpend 
Can change their moones, and bring their times ab 
Myoile-driedjampe, and timebewafted light 
Shal be extinft with age and endlefle nights. 

My intch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fojtne. 



King Rtcbard thefecond . 

King. Why Vnckle thou haft many yeeres to Hue. 

Gaunt. But not a minute (King){that thou canft giue. 
Shorten my dayesthou canft with iuilen forrow. 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow: 

Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no wrmcklein his pilgrimage.* 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne is banifht with good aduife. 

Whereto thy tongue a party, verdift gaue. 

Why at our iuftice feemft thou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fweete to taftc, proue in digeftion fowre. 
You vrge me as a iudge, but I had rather, . 

You would haue bid me arguehke a father. 

Oil bad’t becnc a ftranger, not my child. 

To fmooth his fault I would haue beene more milde: 

A partial flaunder ought I toavoyde. 

And in the fentence my own life deftroyde: 

Aias , I lookt when feme of you fhouUl fav* 

I wastoo ftruft to make mine owne away: 

Bm you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

A^amfl my will to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewel,and Vnckle, bid himfo, 

Sixe ycres we banilh him and he fhal go. 

Au. Cofin farewel, whatprcfence muftnot know. 

From where you do remaine, let paper fhew. 

Mar. My Lord, no leaue take 1 ,forl will ride 
As far aslandvvil let me by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doeft thou hoard thy words. 
Thatthoureturneft no greeting to thy friends* 

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office fhould be prodio-all 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt Thy griefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 

r l0 ^L fent V Snefe is P rcfent for ^at time. 

What is fixe winters? they are quickly gone. 

cirT m io y j hut griefe makes one houfc ten. 

If *m. Call It a trauaiie that thou takft for pleafurc. 

- 
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TheTragedieof 

$#/.My heart wil figh when I mifcal it fo. 

Which findcsitan inforfcd pilgrimage* 

(3 Mint, The fullen paflage or thy wearie Heps, 
Efteeme a foy le wherein thou art to fjet. 

The precious Iewelof thy hometeturne. 

Bui, Nay rather euery tedious ftri del make. 

Will but remember me what a deale of world 
I wander from the Jewels that I louc , 

Mufti not ferue a long apprentilhood ; 

T o forren paflagcs.and in the end , j 

Hauing my freedome,boaft of nothingelfe f 
Butthatlwasaiourneyman to grxefcj 
Count. A1 places that the eie of heauen vifitj. 

Are to a wifetnan portes and happy hauenr: 

Teachthy ncccflitieto reafon thus. 

There. is no vertuclike neccflitie, 

Thinke not the King did banifh thee* { 

But thou the king. Woedoeth the heauier fit. 

Where it percciues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay I lent thee forth to purchafc honour* 

And not the King exilde thee; or fuppofc 
Dcuouring peftilcncc hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frefher clime.* 

Looke what thy foule holds dccre,imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou coraft: 
Suppofe the finging birds mufitions, 

Tnc grade whereon thou treadft.the prefence flrowde, 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps* no more 
Then a delightful mcafure or a dance, 

Ik* gnarling forrow hath lefle power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and fets it light. 

'Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafu • ? j' 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft i 
Or wallow naked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantaftick fummers-hcat i 
Oh no» the apprehenfion of the good 

- t . - 
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King Bichar J thefeconi. 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell fortowes tooth doth neuer ranckle more. 

Then when it bites, but launched not the fore. 

G<um. Come come my fonne,Ile bring thee on thy way. 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would not ftay. 

BuL Then Englands ground farewel. IweetefoileadieW 
My mother and my nude chat bearcs me yet. 

Where ere I wander boaftofthislean. 

Though banilht, yet a true borne Englilhman. Extant* 

Enter the King with Bufhitydrc at ette dore , and the 
Lord Atmarle at the other. 

King W« did obferue. Coofin Aumarle, 

How tar broughtyou high Hereford on hiswayj 
Awn I brought high Hcrford,ifyou cal him fo. 

But to the next high way,and there I left him. 

King And fay, what ftore of patting teares were died? 
Awn Faith none for me, except the Northcaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly againft our faces, 
Awaktthcfleeping thewroe,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting withateare. 

King What faid your coufin when you parted withhim? 
Aum Farewel, 8c for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word that taught me craft. 

To counterfaite opprefsion of fuch griefc. 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue .* 

Mary would the word Farewell hauelengthncd hoUres, 
And added yeeres to his fhort banifhment. 

He fhould haue had a volume of farewels: 

But fince it would not,he had none of me. 

King He is our Coofcns Cofin, but tis doubt. 

When time Ihall call him home from banifhment. 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his friends. 

Oue fclfc and Bufiiie, 

Obfcrucdhis couitfhipto the common people, 
xlow he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humblcand familicr coartefic, 

!Withicuereacc heard throwaway on flaues, 



dl 
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ThcTragetiietf 

Wooing poore craft fmcn with the craft offmile?. 

And patient vnderbearing of his fortune, » 

As twcrc to banifh their affeds with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyderwench, 

A brace of dray men bid God fpeede him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

W ith thanks my countrey men, my lomng friends, 

As were our England in rcuer fion his. 

And hce our fubie&s next degree in hope. 

Greene. Wei, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts 
Now for the rebels which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage rauft be made my liege. 

Ere further ley fur cyecld them further meancs ? 

For their aduantagc,and your highnefle lode. 

King. V V e will our (clfe in perfon to this war. 

And tor our coffers with too great acourt 
And liberall larges arc growne fomewhat light. 

Wee arc inforft to farrae our royall Realme, 

The reuenew whereof (hall furnifh vs. 

For our affaires m hand ifthat tome (hort, 
Ourfubftitutcsat home (hall haue blanke charters, 
Whereto when they (hall know what men arc rich. 
They (hall fubferibe them for large fummes of gold. 
And fend them after to fupplyour wants, 

For we wil make for Ireland prefently.’ 

Enter 'Bufbie with nerves. 

'Bhjhi Old Iohn of Gaunt is grieuous fickc my Lori 
Sodaincly taken.and hathfent port hade. 

To intreate your Maiedie to vifithim. 

King. Where lies he? 

Bujb. AtElyhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God) into the Phifitions mind. 

To hefpe him to his grauc immcdiatly-* 

The lining of his coffers (Rail make coates 
TodcckeourSouldioursfor thefe Irilh wars; 

Come Gentlcmen,letsall go vifithim, 

Prajr God we may make haftc and come too late, ' 
Amen, Exeunt* 

Seftf 



King Richard the feccnd. 

Enter John of gaunt fteke, with the Duke ofTorke,&e. 
gaunt. Wil the king come that I may breathe my lad. 
In holfome counfel to his vnftaicd youth? 

Torke. Vex not your felf, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For al in vaine comes counfel to his care. 

gaunt. Oh but they fay.the tongues of dying men, 

Intorce attention like deepe harmonic.* 

Where wordsare (caret, they are feldome fpentin vaine. 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words m pame: 
He that no more mud fay, is liftenedmore 
Than they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe. 
More are mens ends markt then their hues before: 

The fettingSunne,and Mufike atthe glofe. 

As the lad tafte of fweetes isfweeteft lad, 

W nt, in remembrance more then things long pad. 
Though Richard my liues counfel would not hearc# 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafehis eare. 

Torke. No, it is flopt with other flattering (bunds, \ 

As praifes of whole date the wile are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaies hden, 
Rtportoffafhions in proude Italic, 

Whole manners dilour tardic apifli nation 
Limps after in bale immitation: 

Where doth the worid thrud foortha vanitie, 

So it be new there’s no refpett how vile, 

Thar isnot quickly buzd mtohis cares? 

Then al too late comes Counfel to bee heard. 

Where wil doth mutinie with wits regard: 

Dired not him whofe way himfelfe wdchoofe, 

Tis breath thou lackd,and that breath wilt thou loofe. 

Gaunt. Me thinks lama prophet new infpirde. 

And thus expiring do foretel of him, 
riisrafh fierce blaze ofriot cannot fait:, 
or violent fires Co one burne out therafelues, . 

rna ourcslad lor.g,but fodaine dormes are (hort; ' 

He tires betimes thatfpurs too fad betimes, 

c i With 





TbeTmgedieef 

With eager feeding foode doth choice the feeder. 
Light vamtie,infatiate cormorant, 

Confuming ipeaneS foone prayes vpon it felfe: 

T hisroyall throne ofKings, this Sceptred lie* * 
This earth of Maie (he, this featc of Mars, 

This other Eden.dcmy Paradice, 

This fortrefle built by Nature for her feife, 
AgainftinfcdbonahdthehandofWar, J '■ 

This happic-brecde of men, this little world, . t 
Thij precious Hone fette in the fiber lea>» 

Which ferues it in the office ofa wall, ♦ 

Or as moate defenfiue to a houfc, 

Againft the enuieoflcflc happier lands. 

T his blefled plott'e,this earth,this Realrae,this England 
This nurfe.this teeming wombe of royall kings, 

Feard by their breecTc ,and famous by their birth, 
Renowned in ther deedesas far from home. 

For chriftian fcruicc and true chiual/ie. 

As is the fepulchre in ftubburne Jewry, » 1 

Of the worlds ranfome,b!efled Maries fonne: 

This land offuch decre (oules.this dcare dcare land, 
Dcare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now lcafde out, I die pronouncing it. 

Like toa tenement or pelting Farrne. 

England bound in with the triumphant fen, 

Whofe rockie fhoare beates backe the enuious fiege 
Of vvatry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame, 

With inkie blottes, and ratten parchment bonds. 

That England that was wont to conquere others, 

Hath made a fhamefull conqueft of at feife: 

Ah would the (candall vaniln with roylife. 

How happie then were my enfuing death? 

Torke T he King is come, deal e mildly with his youth* 
For yong hot colts being ragde,do rage the more. 

Enter tht Kinguud JH>uefne,&e. 

jQueene How fares our noble vnefe Lancaflcr? 

King- What comfort rnanihow ifl with aged 



King Richard the fecond. 

Cnunt O how that name befits mycompofition. 

Old Gaunt indcede,and gaunt in being old. 

Within me Griefe hath kept a tedious faft. 

And who abftaines frommeate th#t is not gaunt? 

For fleeping England long time hauc I watcht. 
Watching bfcedeslcanneile»lcanncflc is all gaunt. 
The pleafiire that fbmc fathers feede vpon. 

Is my ftri& faft.Rmcane my childrens looker. 

And therein faffing haft thou made me gaunt: 
Gauht-am ffot the graue, gaunt as a.grauc. 

Whole hollow wembe inherites naught but bones. 
King. Can fick men play fb nicely with their names! 
Gaunt No miferie makes fporc to mocke ltfelfc. 
Siuce thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King Should dying men flatter thofc that li uc? 
Gaunt No,no,men liuing flatter thofc that die. 

King Thou now a dying fayft thou flattereft me. 
(jaunt Oh no.thou died though I the ficker bee. 
King 1 am in health, I breathe,! fee thee ill. 

Gaunt Now he that made me kno wes 1 fee thee ilb 
111 in my feife to fee,and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is nolefler then the land. 

Wherein rhou lieft in. reputation ficke. 

And thou too careleflc pacient as thou art, 

Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofc Phifitionsthat firft wounded thee, 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crovvne, 

W hofe cempafle is no bigger then thy head* : } 

And yctmr aged m lofinalla verge. 

The wafte is no whit leflcr then thy land: 

Oh had thy Grandfirc with a Prophets eye, 

Sccnehow his fonne* fonne fliould deftroy his fonnes* 
from forth thy reach he would hauc layde thyifianic* 
Depofingthec before thou wert pofleft, 

Wiiich art pofleft now to dcpole thy feife: 

Wby Coofin wert thou regent oft he workL 

were aim me m rVii< lanA ku 



The Tragediecf 

But for thy wotld enioying but this Unci, 

Is it not more than frame to frame it lot 
Landlord of England art thou now not, not Km?, 
Thy ftatc of law is bondflaue to the law 
And thou. 

King. A lunatick !e?nc-wittedfoo?e. 

Prefuming onanagucspriuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke, dialing the royal blond 
With furic from hisnaiiue refidence. 

Now by my feates right royal maieftie 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonoe, 

This tongue that runnes (o roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent, frouldert. 
Gaunt Oh fparc me not my brother Edwards fonne, 
For thatl was his fattier Edwards fonne, 

Thatbloud already like the Pellican, 

Hall thou tapt and drunkenly carowft. 

My brother Glocefter,plaine well meaning foule 
Whom faire befal in heauen inongft happy foules. 
May be a prefident and vvitnes good s 
That thou refpe&tt notfpilling Edwards blouds 
Ioine with the prefect fickncs that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age , 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 
Liueinthy frame, but dienot frame with thee, 
Thefe words' hereafter thy tormentors be, 

Conuay roe to my bed.then to mv graue, 

Loue they toliue that Ioue and honour haue. 

King And let them die that age and fullenshauc 
For both haft thou, and both become thee graue. 

Torke I doe befeech your Maicfty,impute his words 
T o waiward licklines and age in him. 

He loues you on my life, and holdes vou deere 
As Harry Duke of Hereford were he here. 

King Right, you fay true, as Herefords louc>fo hilt 
As theirs, lo miuc^uia be as it is. 



Kixig Richard the fecond . ' 

' North. My liege.old Gaunt commends him to your Ma- 
J ling Whatfayeshe? (i /1 ‘ 

North. Nay nothing,al is laid: 

His tongue is now aftnngleffc inftrument, 

Words, life .and al, old Lancafter ha r h fpent. 

Torke Be Yorke the next that muft be baukrout fc t 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortal wo. 

King Thertpeftfruit firft fals.and fb doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be; 

So much for that. Now for our Infr wars: 

We muft fupplant thofc rough rughcaded kerne. 

Which liuelikc venomc, where no venome eife. 

But onely they haue priuilcdge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do afkc fome charge* 

Towards our afliftancc we doc feaze Co vs, 

The plate. coync,rcuenewes, and moueables 
Whereof our Vnckle Gaunt did ftandpoffeft. 

Torke How long frail I be patient? ah how long 
•tShal tender duetie make me fuffter wrong? 

Not Gloccfters death, nor Herefords banifrmenf. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor England* priuate Wrongs, 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke, 

About hismariage, normy owncdilgrace, 

Haue cuer made me fower my patient cheeke. 

Or bendc one wrinckle on my foueraignes face: fbir. , 

lam the !aft of the noble Edwards fonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In warre was neuerLyoa ragdc more fierce. 

In peace was ncuer gentle lambc more milde 
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His face thou haft, for eucn fo lookthe. 
Accompli frt with a num6cr of thv homes- 
cut when he frownecl.it was againft the french 
And not againft his friends : his noble hand 
Drd w.n what hedrd.frcnd.and fpentnotthai 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had wonn< 

But bufj Wcre , 5“ 1,tlc ®fno kinred bloud, 
Cut bioudy with the enemies of his kinne. 







TheT rage die of 

Oh Richard : Yorke is too far gone with gricfc. 

Or elfe he neucr would compare betweene. 

King Why Vrckle whats the matter? 

Torkf Oh my lejge, pardon me if you pleafo, 

If not I plcafd not to be pardoned.am content withal, 
Seeke you to icaze and gripe into your hands " 

The roialtics andrightes of banifht Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt deadband doth not Hcrford hue? 
Waskiot Gaunt lull? and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre? 

Is not hisheireawel deferuing fonne? 

Take Herefords rights away,and take from time 
His chatters and his coftoroarie rights-, 

Let not to morrow then enfoe to daie: 

Be not thy fclfc, For how art thou a King 

Butby fairc fcquenceand fuccefsion ? ■ iV . o; ; j a 

Now afore God,God forbid I fay true. 

If you do wrongfully feaze Hcrford* right. 

Cal in the letters patterns that he hath 
By his atournies general to fuc 
Hisliucry, and deny his offered homage, 

You pluck a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You lofe a thoufand well difpofed heart*. 

And prick my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honour and alcagearcc cannotthinkc. 

King Thinke what you wd,vve ceaze into our hands 
His plate, his,goods>his mony and his lands. 

Torke He not be by the while, my liege farcwcl, 
Whatwil infue hereof ther’s nbne can tel: 



Butby bad coqrfesnray be vnderftood 
That their Clients can neucr fall out good, 

King GoBufhicfo the Eatle of Wiltlhire ftraigl'.t, 
Bid him repairc to vs to Eli houfc, 

Tofee this bufines: tomoirownext 
We wil for Ireland,and tis time I trow. 

And we create in abfcnce of our fclfc. 

Our V nckle Yorke Lord gouemour of England? 
for he is iuft and aiwayes loued vs well j . 

< . 



KingXicbarJ the fecovl. 

Come on our Queene, to morrow rauft wee part. 

Be merry, for our time of If ay is fliort. 

Exeunt King and Queene : Manet North. 
^ North. Well Lords, the Duke ofLancafter is dead* 

Roffe And liuingtoo for now hisfonne is Duke. 

XVtlU Barely in title not in reuenewe*. 

North. Richly in both if mfticc had her right. 

Kojfe My heart is great, but it muff break withfilence, 
Ertbe difburdened with a liberal tongne. 

North. Nay fpeak thy raind,& let him nere fpcake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme, (ford* 
Will. Tends that thou wouldft /peak t o die D. ofHcr* 
If it be fbioat with it boldly man, 

QuickC is mine eare to hcare of good toward* hint. 

Rojfe No good at all that I can doe for him. 
Vnlcfreyoucallitgoodtopittiehim, 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis flianie fuch wrongs are borne. 
In him a royall Prince,and many mo 
Of noble bloud in this declining land. 

The king is not himfelfe, but bafely led 

By flatterers, and what they will informe, , 

Mcerely in hate againft any of vs all. 

That will the King fcuercly profccute, 

Againft VJ,omdiucs,our children, and our heirer. 

Rojfe The commons hath hec pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite loft their hcarts.The nobles hath he find 
Forauncient quarrels.and quite loft their hearts. 

Wtlto. And daily new exaflions aredcuifde. 

As blankes,benciioIcnces,and I wot not what. 

But what a Gods name doth become of this* 

_ Wars hath notwaftedit,forwarrdchcbachnor, 

but bafely yeeldcd vpon compromife. 

That winch his noble aunceftors atchiude with bfowes, 

^ 1C *P enl * n P eacc then they in wars. 

tint r! 1C l! ,,e °* Wl!t ^ irc the Realme in farme. 
m. The King grownc bankerout like a broken man. 

P 2 North, 




The Tragedieof 

North. Reproach and diflolution hangeth otter him 
Rojfe He hath not money for thefelrifh wars, 

His burthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing of the banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kinlman mod: degenerate King: 
But Lords, we heare this feareful tempeft fing, 
Yetleekenolhelter toauoyd the ftortrie. 

Wee fee the winde fitte fore vpon our failes. 

And yet wee ftrtkc not, but fecurely per ifh. 

%ojfe We lee the veric wrackc that we muft fuffer, 
Andvnauoydcd is the danger now, 

For fuffcringlb the caufes of our wrackc. 

North , Not fo, euen through the hollow eyes of dead), 
1 efpie life peering, but I dare not fay. 

How ncare the tydtngs of our comfort is. 

Wil. ■ Nay let vs Ih arc thy thoughts as thou dort ours. 
"Rojfe Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
Wee three are but thy felfe,and fpeaking fo. 

Thy wordsare butas thoughts,tberefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,! haue from le Port Blan , 

A Bay in Brittanic rccciude intelligence, 

That Harry duke of Heiford,Rainold L.Cobhain, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother Archbifhop late ofCanterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingharo, fir IohnRarofton, 

Sir Iohn N, rbcry,fir Robert Waterton,& Francis Cointl 
All theft *»«iL f urnifhcd by the Duke of Bnttaine 
With eight taU fhippes,three thoufand men of war. 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly tneane to toucli our Northcrne fhcre. 
Perhaps they had ere this.but that they flay 
Thefirfl: departing ofthc King for Ireland, 

If then wee fhalllliake off out countries flauiflvyoke, 
Iinpc out our drow ping countries broken wing, 
Redeemcfrom broking Pawne the blemilht Crovvnc, 
Wipe off the dull that hides our feepters guilt, 

And make high Maicftie looke like it, felfe. 

Away with me in port to Rauenfpurgh: . 



King Richard the fee end. 

But ifyou faint, as fearing to doe fo, 

Srav.and be fccret,and my lelfe will go. 

Rojfe ; To horfe.to horfe, vrge doubts to them that fcare. 
jVtllo. Hold out my horle,and I will firrt be there. * 

Exemt. 

Enter the Jffneenc, Bujhte,4nd Ragct. 

Bug}. Madam, your maieftie is too much fadde. 

You promirt when you parted with the king, 

To lay afide life harming heauinefle. 

And entertainc a cheerefull difpoficion. 
ggueene. To pleafe the King 1 did, to pleafe my fclre 
I cannot d®o it, yet I know no caufe 
Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againc me thinkes 
Some vnbornc forrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards mcand my inwardfoule , 

With nothing trembles, at fomc thing it grieucs , 1 
More then with parting from my Lord theKing, 

"Bufh. Each fubftance of a griefe hath twentie fhadowes. 
Which fhewes like griefe i t felfe, but is not Co: 

For Sorro wes eyes glazed with blinding tearcs, 

Diu identic thing entire to many obic&<> 

Like perfpeftiues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion,eydc awry, 

Dtftinguifh forme: fo your fweete maieftie, 

Booking awty vpon your Lords departure. 

Find Ihapcs of griefe more then him felfe to waile. 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadovres 
Of what if is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More their your lcjpb departure weep not, more is not fees 
Or ir it be,tis with t alfc forrowes eyes, T’-. 

Which for things true,wccpcs things imaginarie. 

Jueene. It may be fo,but yet my inward foulc 
A'eriwadcs me it is otherwilc : how ere it be, 
i cannot but be fad ; fb heauie lad, 

As though on thinking on nothoughtlthirtke, 
cs me with heauie nothing faint and fhrinkc, 

3D 3 2ttjh. 



T hi T rage die of 

Bujhie Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Ladic.) 
JJhteene. Tis nothing lefle, conceit isltill denude 
From fomc forefather Griefe, mine is not fo, 

For nothing hath begot toy fomething griefe, 
Orfomcthing hath the nothing thatlgrieuc, 

Tis in rcuerfion that I do pofleffe, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name, tis namelefle woe I wot. 

Cjrecne God faueyour roaieftie.and wcl met Gentlemen 
1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

Slngene Why hopeft thou fo?tis better hope he is. 

For his defignes craue haftc,his hafte good hope: 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt? 

Greene That he our hope might haue retirdc his power, 
And driuen into defpairc an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath Cette footing in this land, 
Thcbanidit duliingbrooke repcaleshimfclfe. 

And with vplifted armes is fafe ariude at Raucnfpurgb. 
£uecne. Now God inheauen forbid* 

Cjreene Ah Madam tis too true, and that is worfe.* 
The Lord Northumberland,!!^ yong fonne H.Percic, 
The LordsofRoffe,Bcaumond,and Willoughby; 
VVith all their powcrfull friends are fled to him. 

Bujhie Why haue you not prodaimd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuoltcd fa&ion,traitours? 

Greene VVe haue, whereupon the carle ofWorcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe,refignd his Stewardfliip, 

And al the houflio'd feruats fled with him to Bullingbrodt 
JJhucne So Greene,thou art the midwife of my wo c, 
And Bullingbrooke ,my forrowes difmall heire, 

Now hath my fbule brought forth her grodigic, 
Andlagafping newdeliuerd mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrovv ioynd. 

Bujhie Dilpaire not Madam. 

Qiteene Who fhall hinder me? 

1 will difpaire and be at enmity, 

Withcoufcning Hope,hc is a flatterer, 
Aparafitc,akceper backc of death, 
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King Richard ihefccond. 

W’ho gently would aiffotuc the bands of life, 

V Vhich falfe Hopelingers in extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke ofYorke, 

Queette. With fignes of war about his aged necke, i 

Oh full ofcareful buPincffe are his looker, 

Vncle for Gods fake fpeake comfortable words. 

Yorks Should I do fo,l fhould bcly my thought s. 
Comfort’s in heauemand wee are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but «offes 5 care,and griefe. 

Your husband lie is gone to faue fat off, 

VVhilft others come to make him loofc at home. 

Here am I left to vnderprop his land, ^ [ 

Who sveakc with age cannot fupport my felfc, j 

Now comes the ficke hourc that his lurfet made. 

Now fliall hce trie his friends that flatten’d him. 

Seruingman My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came* 
Torke He was,why fo go all which way it will: 

The nobles they are fled.thc commons they are cold. 

And wiil(I feare)reuoIt on Herefords fide. 

Sirra.get thee toPlafhie to my filter Glocefter, 

Bid her fend mee prefcntly a tHoufand pound , 

Hold take my ring. 

Seruingman. My Lord, I had forgot to tel your Lordfhip, 
To day I came by and called there. 

But I lhall gneuc you to report the reft. 

Torke What iff knaue. ? 

Seruingman An houre before I came the Duchefte died* 
Torke God forhis cttercic! what a tide of woes 
Comes ru/hing on this wofuli land at once? 

I know not what to do : I would to God 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cutte off my head with my brothers. 

W hat arc there two pofts difpatcht for Ireland? 

How fhall we do for money for thefe wars? 

Come filter, cocfin I would fay, pray pardon nice. 

Go fellow get thee homc,prouide fome Carts, 

And bringaway the armour that is there* 

Gentlemen, will you go rauftcr men? • j 

‘ If 



The Tragedies/ 

Iflknow how or which way to order thefc affaire* 
Thus difbrdcrly thruft into my hands, 
Neuerbclecue me : both are my kinfinen, 

Tone i| my foueraigne,whombothmy oath 
Anddutie bids defend, totber againe 
Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wiongd. 
Whom confidence and my kindred bids to right. 
Wel.fomewliat wee mud doo : come Coofin 



IledifpofeoFyeu: Gentlemcn,gomufter vp your men 
And meetc me prcfently at.Barkiy: 

J fhould to Plafhic too,but time will not permit: 
Allisvneucn,and euerie thing isleftatfixeandfeauen. 
* Exeunt Duke £trman.BuJh.Gmn. 

Bujl. The wind fits faire for newes to go for Ireland, 
But none returnes. For vs toleuic power 
Proportionable to the enemieis all vnpofiible. 

Cjreene Befides our neerenefle to the King in loue, 
Jsnearc the hate of thole loue not the King. 

Tag. And that is the waucring commons, for their lout 
Lies in their purfes,and who fo empties them. 

By fo much filles their hearts with deadly hate. 

Tufb. WhcreinthcKingflands generally condcmnd. 
Bag. Ifiudgemcnt lie in them, then fo do wee, > 
Becaufevve euer hauebcencnecrc the King.' 

Greene Well I will for refuge llraight to Brift.C.aftle, 
The Earle of Wiltfhirc is already there. 

Bujh. Thither will 1 with you,for little office 
Will the hateful! commons performe for vs, 

Except like curs to tcarc vs all in pieces* 

Wi! you go along with vs? 

Bag. No, I wil to Ireland to his Maicftie: 

Farew el if hearts prefages bee not vaioe. 

We three here part that nere flial meetc againe. 

Bufk. Thats as Yorke thriucs to beat back Bullin; 
Cree. Alas poore Duke,the taskc he vndertakesi 
Is numbring lands, and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights, thpufands will Hie, 
Farewell at once,for oncc/or al,and euer. 







hath done, 



Bujhie Well, we; 

Bae. Ifcarc me 

d Enter Hcreprd,I\c 

Bull. How far is it my Lord to 
North. Belecuc mee noble Lord, 

I am a ftxaunger in Glocefterfbirc, 

Thefe high wild hils and rough vneuen 1 
Drawer outourmiles,and makes them wearii 
And yetyour faire difeourfe hath beencas fugar, 
Making fhc hard way fwccte and 
But I bethinke me what a weary way, 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfhail wil be found. 

In Roflc and Willoughby wanting your cc 
Which I proteft hath veric much bcguild 
The tedioufnefle and proccflcofmy trau; 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope 
The prefent benefit that I poflefle 
And hope to ioy is little lcfle in ioy 
Then hope inioyed : by this the weary 
Shall make their way feeme fhort, as mine 
By fight of what I haue, your noble corapanir 
Bull. Ofmuch lefle value is my companie, 

Then your good words.But who comes here? 

, Enter Harry 

tforth. It is my fonne yong Harry 
Sent from my Brother Worcefter whenccloeuer 
Harry how fates your Vncklc? 

H.Ter. 1 had thought my Lord to haue learned 
North. Why is he not with the Queenc? 

H.Per. No my good Lord,h e hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe ofofficc,and difperft 
Thehoufiiold of the King. 

North. What was his reafbn? he was not fo refolude 
When laft we fpake togither. 

H.Per. Becaufeyour Lord fhip was proclaimed traito»,» 
But he my Lord is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer fcruicc to the Duke of Hcrcfori 
And fent me oucr by Barckly to difeouer 
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What power the Duke ef Y orke had ) euied there, 

T hen with directions to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hercfords boy? 

H. Per. No my good Lo: for that is not forgot, 

Which ncre I did remcmbcr,tomy knowledge 
1 neuer in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now,this is the Duke. 

H.'Ter. My gracious Lo: I tender you my fcruicc* 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder daies fh.>l i ipen and confirmc 
To more approuedleruice and defert. 

Bull. I tnanke thee gentle Perfy, and be fore, 

I count my ftlfc in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foulc remembring my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, 

It lhalbc ftil thy true loucs recompence. 

My heartthis couenant makes, my hand thus (calcs it, 

North. How far is it to Barkly, and what flur 
JCeepes good old Yorke there with his men ofwar? 

H.Ftr. There {lands the Caftlc by yon tuftoftrees, 
Mand with gOO. men as 1 haue heard. 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke,Barkly and Seymor, 
None elfe of name and noble edimatc. 

Nort. Here come the Lords ofRofle and VVilloug%> 

, i .L r. C J .. :.L I 



Bloudy with fpurrme, fiery red with hade. 

Bull. Welcome my Lord?; ! wot your louc purfbes 
A baniftit traitour : al my treafury 
J, yet but vnfelt thank's, which more inricht, 

Shalbe your louc and labours recompence. 

Roffe Your prefence makes vs rich, mod noble Lord* 
WU. And far furmounrs our labour to attaint it. 

Bui. Euermore thanke’s the exchequer of the poore, 
Which till nay infantfortune comes to yearcs. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Barkly as I guefie: 

Burkly My Lord of Hereford my meflage is to you- 
Bui. MyLord,my anfwtreis to Lancader, 

And I «ro come to kck$ that name in England, • “ ^ 







\ 



Kb* Richard the fccond. 

And I Wuft finde that title in your tongue. 

Before I make reply to aught you lay. 

“Bar. Midake roe not my Lord, tis not my meaning 
To race one titfc of your honour out: , 

To you my Lo. I come, what Lo: you will. 

From the mod ghorious of this land 
The Duke of Yorke : to know what prickes you on, 

To take aduantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our natiue peace withfclFeborncarmes? 

Bui. 1 dial not need tranfpott my words by you. 

Here comes his grace in perfon: my noble Vncklc. 

Yorke Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee. 
Whole duetic is dcceiueable and fade. 

"Bull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Tor. Tut tut.gracc me no grace, nor vncklc me no vnckle; 
I am r.o traitors V nckle, and that word Grace 
In an vngratious mouth is but prophane: 

Why haue thole hanifht and forbidden legs* 

Darde once to touch a dud of England* ground? 

But more than why? why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vponher peacefiill bolbroc, 

Friting her pale fac t villadges with war. 

And odenracion ofdefpifcd armes? 

Comd thou becaulc the annointed king is hence! 

Why foolilh boy the King is left behinde. 

And in my loial bofcme lies his power. 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when brauc Gauntthy father andmy (elfe, 

Rcfcued the blacke prince that young Mars of men. 

From forth the ranckesofmany thoufands French* 

O then how quickly fhould this arme of mine 
Now prifoner to the Palfie chadife thce» 

And minider corredlion to thy fault! 

Bull. My gratious Vncklc let me know my fault; 

On what condition (lands it.and wherein? 

Yorke Eucn in condition of the word degree, 

In grofle rebellion and de teded trealon. 

Thou art a banifht man and here art comc s 
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Before the expiration of thy tittle, 

In brauing armes againft my foueraigne, 

Bui. As I was bamfht,I was banifht Hereford, 

But as I come, I come for Lancaffer, 

And noble Vncklc,I befeech your Grace, 

Lookc on my wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You are my father, for me thinks in you 
I fee old Gaunt ahuc.Oh then father, 

Wil ycu permit thatl fha! ftandcondemnd 
A wandering vagabond, myrightsandnoyalcies 
Piuckt from my armts perforcc ; and giuenaway 
To vpftart vmhiiftx?wherefore was I borne? 

If that my Coofin King be Kingof England, 

It muft begraunted I am Duke of Lancafter: 

You haue a fonne,Aumerlc>my noble Coofin," 

Had you firft diechand he beenethus trod do wne. 

He fhould haue found his vnckle Gaunt a father, 

T o rowzc his wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay. 

3 am denied to file my liucrie here, 

And yet my letters pattents giue me lcaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftraind and fold. 

And thcfe,andal,arcal amiflc cm ployed. 

What would you haue me do?! am afubieft. 

And I challenge law', Aittirnies are denied me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To my inheritance of free defeenr. 

North. T he noble duke hath becne too much abuled. 
Rofie It (lands your grace vpon to doo him right. 

JVillo. Bale men by his endowments are made great. 

Tor he My Lordsof England.letme tell you this: 

,1 haue had feeling ofmy Coofins wrongs. 

And labored al I could to do him right. 

But in this kind, to come L. brauing armes 
Be his ownecarucr,and cutte out his way. 

To find outright with wrong, it may not be: 
Andyouthatdoabcttehiin inthfikind, 

Cherifii rebcllion.and are rebels al. 

North. i r he noble Duke hath fworne } hij bontming fr 



King Richard the fecend. 

But for his owne,and for the right of that 

We al haue ftrongly fworne tog.ue him ayde: 

And let him neuer fee my that breakes that oath. 

Tork£ Wel,wel,I fee the iffue of thefe armes, 

1 cannot mend it 1 muft needes confcile, 

Becaufemy power is weske, and al ill left: 

But if I could, by him that gaue roc life, 

I would attach you al, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the feuemigne mercy of the King; 

But fince I cannot.be it knowne to you, 

Ido temaine as'hcwter.fofare you well, 

Vnlefte youpleafeto enter in the Caftlc, 

And there repofe you for this night. ' y . . 

Bui An offer vnckle that we wi! accept. 

But wee muft wtnnc your Grace to go with vs 
ToBriftow Caftlc, which they fay is held 
By Buftiic,Bagot,and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the common- wealth. 

Which I haue fwornc to weede and plucke away* 

Torke It may be I will go with you.butyct Ilepawfc, 

For I am loathito breake our Countries lawes, 
Norfricnds,nor focs,t© me welcome you are. 

Things part rcdrcflc,are now with me paft care. Sxeunt . 

Enter Earle of Salisbury, and a Welch Copt amt. 

Welch. My Lord of Salisburie wc haue ftaied ten daics. 
And hardly kept our countreymen togither. 

And yet we heart no tydings from the King; ' J 
Therefore wee wil difperfe our fclues,farewell. 

Sdtf. Stay yet another day thou truftie Welchman, 

The King repofeth al his confidence in thee, 

Welch. Tis thought the king is dead, we will not flay. 

The bay trees in our counttey all are witherd, 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftars of heauen. 

The pale-facdemoone lookes bloudie on the earth. 

And leane-lookt prophets whifper feaiefulchange. 

Rich men lookefadde,and ruffians daunceandl^pe. 

The one in feare toloofc what they enioy, 

£ 3 fhe 
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The other toenioy by rage and wan 
Thcfcfigncs foierunne the death af Kings, 

. Farewcl.our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As wcl allured Richard rheyr King if dead. 

Salt/. Ah Richard! with eyes of hcauic mind, 

1 lee thy glory like a (hooting flat. 

Fall to the bale earth from the firmament. 

Thy (unne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witnefiing ftormes to come, woe, and vnreft. 

Thy friendcs are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crolly to thy good al fortune goes. 

Enter T>uke of Hereford, Yorke, Northumberland 
TSufliie and G recite pri/ineri, 

'Bull. Bring forth theft men. 

Bufhic and Greene I will not vexe your (oules: 

Since prefently your foulesmuft part your bodyes. 

With too much vrging your pernitiou* liuer. 

For twere no charity; yetto walh your bioudj 
From off my hands; here in the view of men 
I willvnfold fomc caufcsof your death; 

Youhaue milled a Princc,aroyall King, 

A happie Gentleman in bloudand lineaments. 

By you vnhappied and diffigurcd clcane. 

You hauein maimer With youi (infill houres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt his Queene and him, 

Broke the poffefrion ofa royall bed, 

And fiainde the bcautie of a faire Queenes cheekes 
With teares drawne from her eies with your foule wrongft 
My fclfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Nearc to the King in bloud,and nesre in loue, 

Til they did make him mifinterpret me, 

Haueuooptray necke vnderyouriaiuries, • - j 

And figh’t ray Engliih breath in forren cloudes, 

Eating the bitter bread of batnlhtncnt, 

W faile you hau e fed vpon my ftgniories, 

Difparkt my parks, and felld my forreft woods. 

From ray ownc windowes tome my houlhold coate, 
Race orr my impre cfc,leauing me no figne. 



— KwgKkh&Ydtbefccenk 

$aue mens opinions, and my liuing bloud. 

To (hew the world lam aGentleman. 

This and much more, much more then twice all this 
Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered ouer 

To execution and the hand of death. 

j Bujbie More welcome is the (Irokc of death tome* 
Then Bullingbrooke to England,Lords farewell. 

Greene My comfort is,that hcauen wil takeour fouler. 

And plague iniuttice with the paines of hell. 

BnlL My Lord Northumberland fee them difpatcht.* 
Vnckle vou fay the Queene is at your houfe. 

For Gods fake fairely let her be intreated, 

Tclher 1 fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings bedcliuered. 

Yorke A gentleman of mine I haue difpatchr, 

With letters ofyour loue to her at large. 

'Bull, Thanks (gentle Vncklc:)coene Lords away. 
To fight with Glcndor and his complied, 

A while to workc,and after holiday. Exeunt > 




Jynterthe Ktng, AftmerIe,CarUil,&c, 

King Barkloughly Callle call you thisat hand? 

Aunt, Yea my Lord,Howbrookc»your Grace the ayre. 
After yourlatetofsingon the breaking ftas? 

King Necdes rauft I like it well, I weepe for ioy, 

T o It and vpon my Kingdome once agame, 

Deare earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horles hoofesi 
As a long parted mother with her child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles inmeeting; 

So weepmgjfroilingjgreete I thee my earth# 

And do thee fauour with my royal hands; 

Feede aot thy foueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor w ith thy fweetes comfort his rauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy gated toades lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trccherous feetc. 

Which with vfurping fteps do trample thee 
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Yeelde ftingingnettles to mine enemies: 

And whenthty from thy bofomepluck a flower, 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder 
Whofc double tongue may with a mortal touch. 

Throw death vpon thy foueraignes enemies: 

Mock not my fenedes comuracion Lords. 

This earth Aral haue a feeling and thefc Acmes 
Proouc armed fouldicrs ere her natiue.King, 

Shall fanlter vnderfoule rebellions armei. 

Carl. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you kinr 
Hath power to keepe you king in fpight ofa!, 

The meanesthat heauens yecld mtift be imbrac't 
And not neglc&ed . Elfe heauen would. 

And we wil not, heauens offer, we refufe 
The profered meaner of factors and redrefle. 

Aum He tneanes my Locthat we are too remifle 
Whilft Bullingbrooke through our fccuritic, 

Growes ftrong and great in fubftancc and in power . 

King Dilcomfbrtable Coofen, knowft thou not. 

That when the fearching cic of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe andlighfs the lower world 
Then thceucs and robbers range abroad vnfccne, 
la murthers and in outrage bloudy here. 

But when from vnder his tcrrcftriall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of the eafterne pines, 
Anddartcs his light through euery guilty hole 
Then murthers, treafons, and detefied finnes. 

The cloak of night being pluckt from off their backs. 
Stand bareand naked trembling atthcmfcluej? 

So when this thiefe.this traitour Bullingbrooke 
Who all this while hath reueld in the night 
Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shallfce vsrifingin our throne the caft 
His trealons will fit blufhing in his face. 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But fclfe affrighted, trembled at his finne, 

Notal the water in the rough rude fca, 

Can walh the balrae off from an aonoioted King, 
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ting Richard the fecond. 

The breath of worldly men cannot depofe. 

The deputy elected by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bullingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift fhrewd fteele againft our golden crown e, 

God for his Ric : hath in fieauenly pay, 

A glorious Angels then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mud fal.for heauen Ail gardes the right. 

j Enter Saltsb, 

King Welcome royLo: how far off lies yourpower? 

Salif. Nor nerc nor farther off my gracious Lo. 

Than this weake arrae; Dilcomforte guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeakc of nothing but Defpaire, ’ 

One day too late I feare me noble Lo: 

Hath clouded al thy happy daics on earth, 

O call backc yefterday, bid time returne, 

Aud thou Aialt haue twclue thoufand fighting men. 

To day, to dav, vnhappie day, too late , 

Ouerthrowcs thy ioyes frindcs, fortune and thy Rate, 

For al the Welshmen hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke, difperA and fled. 

Aum Comfort my liege, why lookes your grace Co pale. 

King But now the bloud of 20000. men 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc fled: 

And til fo much bloud thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foulcs that wilbc fafe.flie from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum Comfort my liege remember who you are. 

King I had forgot my felfc. am I not King* 

Awake thou' coward, Maiefty thdu fleepeft. 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names! , 

Arme arme, my name a puny fubiett flrikes 
At thy great glot ie, looke not to the ground. 

Ye fauourites of a King, are we not high? 

Hi gh be our thoughts ,1 know my V nckle Yorke 
Hath power enough to feme our turnc:but who corns h ere? 

Enter Screope. 

Scr . More health and happines betide my liege, 
v 1 F Then 
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Then can my care tunde tongue dcliuer him. 

King Mmc care is open, and pay heart prepard, 

The worft js worldly lode thou can ft vnfold, 

Say, is my Kingdome loflJwhy twas my care* 

And what lofl'e is it to be rid of care? 

Striues Bullingbrooke to be as great as wee* 

Greater he dial not be* ifhe ferue God, 

Weele icrue him too, and be his fellow Co: 

R euolt our fubiefts, tha t wc cannot mend. 

They breake their fay th to God as wcl as vs: 

Cry woe,dcdru«ftion,ruine,and decay. 

The worftisdeath,and death wil haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am I, that your highnefle is fo armde, 

To bcarc the tydings of calumitic, 

Like an vnlealonable ftormie day, 

Whichmakes thefilucrRiuers drowne their ftiorei. * 
As if the world wetcal difloludcto teares, 

So high aboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bullingbrooke, couering your fcarcfull land 
With hard bright lleele, and hcartsharder then fteele, . 
White beards haue armd their thinne ard hairdcdefcalpi | 
Againft thy maieftie ; and boyes with womens voyces i 
Striueto fpeikcbigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In fiiffe vnwildicarmes againft thy Ciovvne, 

Thy very beadfiuen learne to bend theyr bowes. 

Of double fatal ewe againft thy ftate. 

Yea diflaffe women mannage ruftie billcs, $ 

Againft thy featc both yong and old rebel. 

And al goes woi fe then I hauc power to tell. 

King Too wcl, too wcl thou tclfta tale fo ills 
Where is the Earle of Wiltlhire?vvherc is Bagot? 

What is become of BufhieJwherc is Greene? » 

That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Mcaiurc our confines with foch peaceful fteps, 

Ifwe preuaile, their heades dial pay for it: 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scro. Peace hauc they made wirh him indeed my Lor®’ 

Kmg Oh villain cs, vipers,damild without redeinpt‘ on > 



Kin* Richard the fecond. 

/ c> 

Do^seafily woonne tofawne on any man. * 

Snakes in my hcait blond warmd.that ftingmy cart; 
Three Iudafles,each one thtice worfe then luaa>. 

Would they make pcace,tcrriblc hell. 

Make war Vpon their fpotted foales for this. 

Scro. Swcetclouelfee changing, his property 
Tumes to the fowreft and raoft deadly hate, 

Againc vneurfe their foules.thcir peace is made 
With hcad,and not with hands,thofc whom you curie 
Haue felt the worft of deaths dedroying wound. 

And lie fullowgrau'd in the hollow ground. 

Slum. Is Bufhie,Grecne,and the Earle of Wiltdnre dead 
Sero. Ye al of them at Bnftow loft their heades, 

Aum. Where is chc Duke my father with his power? 
King No matter wherc,of comfort no man fpeaket 
Lets talkc of’graucs.of Wormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper,and with rainie eyes 
Write forow on the boforae of the earth. 
bets choofc exccu tors and talke of wils: 

And yet not fo,for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depoled bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our liucj,and al are Bullingbrookes, 

Aud nothing can we cal our owne,but death, 

And that ftnall model of the barren earth. 

Which feruet as pafte and couer to our bones, 

Fo r G ods fa kc le tte vs fit vpon the ground. 

And Cel fadde lloriy ofthe death ofKings, 

Ho iv fome hauc beene depofdc,(omc daine in war* 

“Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Same poyfoned by their wiucs,(ome deeping kild, 

AJ murthcredjfor withi n the hollow Cro wne 
That rounds the mortal temples of a- Kmg 
Kecpcs death his court,and there the antique fits, 

Scoffing his ftate, and grinningat his pompe. 

Allowing him a breath,* little foe ane» 

To monarchife,be feard.and kil with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit. 

As if this fledi which wailcs about our life* 

Fa 



TheT rage die of 

Werebraflc impregnable: and humord thus, 

Comes at the laft, and with a little pin, 

Boares through his Caitlewalls.and farewell Kin* 

Cotier your heades,and rnocke not fle/h and bloud, 
With loletnnc rcuerencc throw away refpeft. 
Tradition, for me, and ceremonious dntic. 
tor you haue but nnftookc me al this while, 
riiue whhbread like you, fecle want, 

Tafte griefe,ncede friendes,fubie£tcd thus. 

How can you % to me I am a King? 

Carlctl My Lord.wifemen nere fit and vvaile their woes 
put prefently preuent the wayes to waile, 
lo feare the foe,finccfeareoppreff:th ftrengtfi, 

Giues in your weakened ftrength vntoyour foe. 

And lo your follies fight againft your fclfe: 

Feare and bee fiainc,uo vvorfc can come to fight. 

And fight and dye,is death deftroying death. 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him. 

And learnc tomake abody ofalimme. 

King Thouchidfi mcwchproude Buliingbrookjcome 

lo change blowesvvith thee for otirdavofdoome: 

This agew fitte offe are is ouei blowne' 

An eafie ta* ke it is to winne ostr owne. 

Say Scroope, where iiesour Vnckle with his power? 
Speake fwcctely raan,altiiough thy lookes be fewer, 
Scroope. Men uidge by the complexion of the skic 

1 he ltate and inclination ofthe day, ' 

So may you by my dul and heauie eye: 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer byjfiBal! and final!, 

To lengthen out theidarift that miift be fpoken: , , 

Your Vncje Yorkeisiioynd with BulbnC-brooke,' 1 ■ 
And all your Northerne Caftlesyeclded vp, f i : ‘ 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen marines 
Vppnhispartie. 

!$ing. Thou haft faid inough: 

Befhrew ffaee coo fin which didftleadc iil3 foorth- 
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King Richard the feemd. 

OfthatfweetewaV F\Vas ifi^pdifpjife,v • : y 

What fay you now? what comfdX haue we novfe? 
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By heauen lie hate him euerlaftingfy. 

That bids me be of coiiifort any more: ; ' 

Go to Flint Gaftte, there lie pine away, 

A King Woes fltiue ; /hal kingly Wo obeys' 

That power I haue,difchargc,and Tct them gpi 1 
To earc the land that hath fome hope to grow,. 

For Ihaue nonc,!ctno man fpeakc a game. 

To alter this/or couhfef is but vainc. ! 

Aum. -My Leige, one word. ' ‘ : ' 

King He does me double wrong. 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his ton£, 

Difcharge myfollowcrs.iet chemlieiice awayf 
From Richards night,to Bullingbrookes faire day. 

’ EntermbTorkeiNortb. - ' 

Bui. So that by thisinte!Iige,nce ’we leafne ' 

The Welchmen arc difperft, and Salisbury 
3s gone to meete the King, wholately landed 

With fortie few priuatc friends vpon this coafl. 

North The newes is very faire and good my Lord, 
Riehatd not far from hence hath hid his bead. 

r.rie It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland 
Tofay King Richard;alacke the heauieday. 

When fuch a facrcd Knsg fhould hide hnhead. 

He would haue t«,« foWiefc to ftorrei, you, fwith him 

M Miftake-not CY nckle)further then you ihould. 
Leaft% T ^^ ( |°° h J Coofin ) then you fhfiuld* 
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The T rage fie of 

HulL Royally,whyitcontaincsno King. -> 
H.Per. Yes(my good Lord) 

It doth containc a KiftgKing Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and (tone. 

And with him the Lord Aumcrlc,Lord Salisburie, 

Sir Stephen Scroopc, befidcs a elergie man 
Ofholy Reuerence,who I cannot icarne. 

North. Oh be like it is the Bi (hop of Carlcil. 

Tull. Noble Lords* 

Go to the rude ribbes of that auncicnt Gaftle, 
Through brazen trumpet fend the breath of pa dec 

Into his ruindc caro,and thus dcliuer* 

H. full. on both his knees doth kiflehing Richards htoA 
And fends allcagcance and true faitffof heart 
To his tnofl royal perfon hither come 
Huenat hisfecte to lay my armes and power: 
Prouided, that my banilhment repcald, ' 

And landsreftored againe be freely graunted. 

If not, He vfe the aduantage of my power* 

And lay the fummers duti with mowers of bloud# 
Raindc from the woundes of flaughtercd Engblhmwij 
The which.how far off from the mind ofBulhngbrwke 
It i:,fuchcritnfbn tempeft (houldbedrench 
The frefh greene lap of faire King Richards land, 

My ftoopiog dutie tenderly lhall fhe w: 

Go fignific as much while here vveemarch 

Vpon the grafsie carpet of this plaine; . • ■ _ ; 

Lets march without the noyfc of tbreatpmg rum 
Thatffom this Caff les tottered battlements. 

Our faire appoyntroents may be **}?%»**■ . 

Me thinksICing Richard and my felfc fhernd nseetc 

With no leffe terror then the elements 

Offire and water, when their thundering i moke. 

At meeting teares the doudic checkes of heauen. 

Be he the nre.Ilc be the ycelding water, 

The rage be his ,whi 1 ft on the earth I raigne. 

My water's on the andnot on him , 

rm.nnd marke kins'Richard how he look* v- r 



Kittg Richard the fecettf 
The trumpets found. Kichardappearethtnthe walls 
Bui See feeding Richard doth himfelfcappeare. 

As doth the blulhing difeon tented Suilntf* 

From out theficrie portal of the Eaft, 

When he percciucs the enuious doudes are bent 
To dimine hisglorie.and 10 ftainc the tracke 
Of his bright paflage to the Ocddent. ■ ; , 

Y orke Yet lo oke s h cli kc a King, beholde his eye, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens forth 
Controlling maieftic; alacke alackc for woe, 

That any harmefhould ftaine fo faire a ffiew. 

King We are amazde, and thus long haue we floods. 

To watch the feareful bending of thy knee, 

Bccaufc we thought our fclfe thy lawful King: utntncu * 
| And if wc be, howe dare thy ioynts'forget 
To pay their aweful duetic to our prefekice? 

Ifwc be not, (hew vs the hand of God 

That hathdifatift vs from odtStcwardlliip; ’ ; ‘ ■ : ‘ 

For wel we knowno handofbloud ahdbotte 



Can gripe the (acred handle of our Scepter, 
VnlefTchcdoprophane, ftcale,drv(iupe: - > ! - 

And though you tbinkc that al as you haue done 
Hauc.tornc their foiilcs, by turni ng them from vs$ o * 
And wcarc barren and bereft of friends: • > •' An:; 

Yet know, my maiftet God Otniiipbtent; t.h bn A 
Is muftering in his doudes on our behalfe. 

Armies of peftilcnce 3 and> they (hall ftrike 

Your children y et vnborne, Slid Vnbcgot; , • 

That lift your vaffaile hand* againft ray head. 

And threat the gloricofiwy precious crownc. 

Tel! Bullingbiooke, foryon methinkes he ftandcs, 

That tuery ftride he makes vpon my land, 

L dabgerous treafon : he is come fo open 
fhe purple teftanaent of bleeding war : 

But ere the crownc he lookes for iiue in peace, 

If “ ffoufandbloudy cro wnes ofmother* Tonnes ' 
ihai ,n become the flower of Englandsfacc, : 

Uiange the complexion of her maid-pale peace, >- 
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T o fcarlet indignation and bedew. 

Her paftorsgraiTq with faithful Englifbbloud. 

North. TheKing'ofheauenforbid.'our Lo:thckin» 
Should fo with ciuiil and vnciuil armes 
Be rufihe vpon.Thy thrife .noble Coofin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke doth humbly kifle thy hand, 

And by the honourable tornbe he (wearies, 

That ftands Vpon. ypur rqyal grand fires bones, 

And by the royaltiesof both your blouds :r : { 

Currents that fpringfrpm one moft gracious head. 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 

And by the vy ©rtfi ^pd honor of himffelfe:, -jit t /. v. A 
Coniprifing al that may b# fwQtnc orfayd, . rr : . ot 
His comming hithcfihathno further fcope, 

Then for his lincall royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate .onhis knees, 

Which on thy royal partic graunted once, 
Hisglitterimg~arifie$|ie.c yMilcommend to ruft. 

His barbed ft*edstt> ff.ablesa4t)d his heart 
To faithful feruicc of ypur-IVlaicfty. 

Thhfweareshee, as hec:is prince He iuft. 

And as I asp a Gentleman 1 credit him. 

King Northumberland, fay thus the King returner, 
Hisnoble Coofin4s,*rig.ht welcome hither, ;n • . 

And al the number of hisifairetdetoaundcs 
Shal be accomplifht without. eontradi&ion. 

With all the gracious vtterance thou haft, 

Spcake to his gentle Ivearing kind c ommends. L n ; r 
King Wed 9 <lcbafequr: felt?es Coofin,dowenot? ; 
To looke fo peorely and to fpyake fo fame? n : . . ;■ 1 J 

Shal we cal ba<ke Northumberland and fend j. 

Defiance to the traitor; and fo die. ■> •Abn.’i • j r ; , 

Aum. No good U>y Lord,lets fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and frierids their helpful (words, 

King Oh Gpd.oh God that-cre this tong ofcmme, 

That laide the fentcnce of dread bani fliment 
On yon proud.man.fhould take it ofFagaine^ 
WithwordsififfoothlOh thatl were as great,.;; , ^ 






Kfog Richard the fecond. 



As is my griefe, or lefler than my name 
Or that I could forget what I haue beenc! 

Ornotrememberwhatltnuftbenow! 

Swellft thou (proud heart) Ilegiue thee fcope eo beate, 

Since foes haue fcope to bcate both thee and me. 

Asm. Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrooke. 
King Whit muft theKingdo now? muu he lubrait. 

The King dial do it : mud he be dcpofde ? 

The king (hal be contented : muft h e loofe 
The name ofa King ? a Gods name let it go t 
lie giuc my ic wels for a fet ofBeadcs .* 

My gorgeous pallas for a hermitage : 

My gay apparel for an almefmans gowne ? 

My figurde goblets for a di/h ofwood: 

My feepter for a Palmers walking ftaffc f 
My fubicfls for a pairc of carued Saintcs, 

And my large kingdome for a litle grauc i 
A little little grauc, an obfeure graue. 

Or IlebC'buried in the Kingshic way , 

Some way of common trade, where fubic&s feete 
May hourely trample on their foueraignes head} 

For on ray heart theyCrcade now whtfft I hue: 

And buried once, why not vpon my head? 

Aumerle thou weepft (ray tender-hearted coofin) 

Wcele make foulc weather withdefpifed tcarcs; 

Our fighs and they dial lodge the fummer corne. 

And make a dearth in this rcuolting land: 

Or (hal we play the wantons with our woes. 

And make fome prety match with dreading teares. 

And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place. 

Til they haue fretted vsa paireofgraucs 
Within the earth, and therein laide; there lies 
T wo kinfinen digd their graues with weeping eies: 

Would not this ill do wel? vvel well I fee, 

I talke but idlcly, and you laugh at me, 

Moftmightie Prince my Lord Northumberland, 

What faies king. Bullingbrooke, wil his maicflic 
yriuc Richard leauc to liue till Richard dye. 
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TheT rage die of 

Yon make a leg and Bullingbrooke faies I. 

North, My Lord, in the bafe court he doth attend, 

To fpeake with you, may it pieafe you to come downe. 

King. Downed downe I come, like glittering Phaeton ; [ 
■Wanting the manage ofvnrulie lades. 

Ira the bafe court, bafe court where Kings growc bafe, 

To comeat traitors cal!s,and do them grace, k 

In the bafe court come downe : downe court, downe Kind 
For nightowles fhreek where mounting larkes ftiould find 
Bull. What faies his mareftie? [ 

North. Sorrowe and grieic of hart. 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a frantike man, j 

Ye the is come, 

"Bull. Stand al apart, | 

And Ihew fai re duety to liis Maicftic: ( he kneeles dm | 

My gracious Lord. [ 

King, fairecookn.you debafe your princely knee, 
Tomakethc baft earth proud with killing it: 
Mcracherhad my hart might fecle yo.ur.loue, 

Then my vnpleafed eiefitc your curtefie; 

Vpcooftn vp, your hate is vp I knovve, 

Thus high at leaf!, although your knee be lowe. 

BmU. My gracious Lord, I come but tor mine ovvne. 
King. Your owne is youts* and I am yours and al. 

Bull. So far be mine my moft redoubted Lord, 

/ As my true feruice llialj delerue your Toue. 

King. Wei you dtferue : they well defci ue to bail?. 
That know the throng’ ft and fare ft way Co ger, 
Vuclegiuc me your banefes, nay drie your cic', 

Teares fhew ibcir louc, but want their remedies- 

Coofen I am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be heyre. 

What you wftl h awe, I le giue, and willing to. 

For doe we niuft, what forc^yvill haue vs does 
Set on towards London, €ofcn is, ft foi 
Enter the BuH. Yea my good Lord : 

Queener vith King. Then I mutt not fay no. . 

%7ratten- gne. What fport ihall we dcuife here iBtou»? r ^ 
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King Kidari the fee end. 

To driue away the he auic thought of care J 
Lady Madam weeie play at bowles. _ 

Vueene T wil make me thinke the world is rail errubs* 
And that my fortune runs againft the bias. 

Lady Madam weelc daunec. . , 

Queene My legs can keepe no meafiire in delight, 
YVhen my poore heart no meafurc keepcs in grie>£s 
Therefore no dauncing girlc,fome other fpoit. 

Lady Madam weeie tel -tales, 

Qnee. Of forrow or ofgricfeJ 
Lady Of either Madame. 
guee. Of neither girlc. 

For if of ioy, being altogitber wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of forrow. 

Or if of griefe,being altogithcr had. 

It addes more forrow to my want of ioy: 

For what I haue I needc iiot to repeate. 

And what I want it bootesnocto complaint. 

Lady Madam ile ling* 

Que. Tis well that thou baft caufe, 

But thou fhoulcift pieafe mee better wouldft thou weepc* 
Lady I could weepeMadame.would it dm you good. 

£)ue. And I could ling would weeping do me good. 

And ncuer borrow any' tcare of thee. Enter Gardiners * , 

But ftay,here cotnmeth the gardiners. 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefe trees, . 

My wretchediitfTe vnto a row of pines, 

T tiey vvi 1 ta'ke of ft ate, for e uerie one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is forc-runnc with woe* 

(yard. Go bind thou vp.yon dangling Aphncocks, 
VVhich like vnrulie children make their fire 
Stoope with opprefsion of their prodigall weight. 

Chic lome lupportance to the bending twigs, 

Go thou.and like an executioner 

Cut off the heades of two faft growing fprayes* 

That looke too loftie in our common- wealth* 

All mutt be euen in our gouernement 
You thus imployd.I will eo route away ’ 

G a Thg 
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TbeT rage die of 

Thenoylome weedes that without profit fucke 
The foilcs fertilitie from wholfomc flowers. 

Man. Why fhould wee in the compaflc ofa 
Keepe law and forme, and due proportion, * 

Shewing in a modie our firme eftate, 

"When our fea-wa!led garden, the whole land 
Is full of wecdesjher faircft flowers choalct vp. 

Her fruit trees allvnprundc,hcr hedges ruind. 

Her knots difordered, and her holforlfe hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Card. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath differed this difordered fpring. 

Hath now himfelfe met with the falof lcafe: 

Theweedes that his broade fprcadingleaucs did fliclfer, 
Thatfeemdc in eating him to hold him vp. 

Are plucktvp roote and all by Bullingbrookc, 

I meane the Earle of Wiltshire, Bufhie,Green^» 

Man. What zre they dead? 

Cjard, They sue. 

And Bullingbrooke hath cealcle the waflefull King, 

Oh what pittie it is that he had not fo trimde 
And drefl his land as wee this garden at time of yearc 
Do wound thcbaike,thcskinnc of our fruit trees, 

Lefl being cuer-proud with fappe and bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfe: 

Had .he done fo to great and" growing men, 

They might haue liudc to be.ire,and he to tafte 
T heir fruits of dutie : fiipei fluous branches 
We lop aw ay, that, bearing boughesmay liuc: 

Had he done fo,him feUc had borne the Crowne, 
Which waftc ofid'e houres’iath quite throwne down?. 
Man. Whaf,thinke you rhe king lhall be depofed; 
(jard. Deprcli he is already, and dcpofde 
T is doubt lie will beTytters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the good Duke of York* 

Thattell black tydings. 

Slate, Oh I am prcfl to death through want offpeakiflf 

Thou old Adaiqj lrkcneflefetto drefte this garden, 

- 



King Richard the fecond* 

How dares thy harfh rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 

What EueJwhat ferpent hath fuggefted thee* 

To make a fccond fal of curfed roan? 

Why dofl: thou fay king Richard is depofde? 

JDarrt thou thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downefall?fay, where, when and how 
Camft then by this il tidmgs?fpeake thou wretch. 

Card. Lardonmc Madam.little ioyhauel 
To breathe thefenewes, yet what I fay istru^: 

King Richard he isin the migh.tie holdc 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are weyde 
InyourLo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him light: 

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are al the Englifh pceres. 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard dowr.e; 

Poll you to London.and you wil find it fc» 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Queene Nimble Mi fchancc thatart fo light of foote. 

Doth not thy embaflage belong to me. 

And am Ilall thatknowes it?Oh thou thinkeft 
To ferue me laft,ihatlm*y longeft kcepc 
T hy forrow in my breft : come Ladies, go - 

Tomeeteat London Londons kmgin wo. 

What, was I borne to thV,tfiat.my fadde looke. 

Should grace the triumph ofgreat Bullingbrooke? 

Gardner for telling mee thefc newes of woe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Exit. 

Card. Poore Queen fo that thy Hate might benoworfe, 

I would my ski J weic fubiefteo thycurfc; 

Here did fhe drop a teare,herc in this place 
Ik fet a banke of Rew fowre hearbe of grace, 

Rew euenfor ruth here fhortly fhal befcenc* 

at t ou doefl know ofnoble Glocefters death. Lords to 

o nought it with the King, and who perfonnde 'Parbamm 

£ 3 The 
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T he Tragedietj 

Thebloudy office of his timelcflc end. 

Bagot Then fct before my face the Lord AumerJe. 

Bull. Coofin.ftand forth,and looke vpon that man. 

"Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tong 
Scorncs to vnfay what once it hath deliucred, 

In that dead time when Gioccfters death was plotted 
I heard you fay, is not my arme of length, 

T hat reachcth from the rcftfull Enghih court 
As far as Callice to mine V ncklcs head? 

Amongft much other talke that very time 
I heard you fay,that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Then BullingbrookeS returne to England, adding withall. 
How bleft this land would be in this your Coofins death- 

Aum. Princes and noble Lords, 

What anlwcre flulll make to this bale man? 

Shall I fomuch difhonour mv fairc ftars 
On equall te rmes to giuc my chaff icement? 

Either 1 muff, or haue mine honour foild 
With the attainder of his flaundeioushppes. 

There is my gage,thc manual feale of death, 

That mat kes thee out for he!l,thou lieff, 

And will maintaine what thou had fayde is falfe 
In thy heart bloud, though being al too bafe 
To ftaine the temper ofiny knightly fvvord. 

Bull. Bagot,forbeare,thou flialt not take it vp. 

Aum. Excepting onc,I would he were the befl 
In al t his prefence that hath mooude me fo. 

Fite.. It that thy valurc ffand on fmipathie. 

There is my gage Aumedepn gage to thine; 

By that faireSunne that lliewes me where thou ftandfl, 

I heard thee fay'and vauntingly thou fpakft it* 

That rliou wen caufe of noble Gioccfters death, 

Ifthou demeft it twentie times, thou Iieft# 

And I wil turne thy’faifhood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged with my rapiers poynt. 

Aum. 1 houdarft not(coward)liueI tofeetheday* 

Lite, Now by my fou<e,I would it were this hourc. 

J Am 
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Km* Richard the fecond. 

/km. FitZwatcrs thou art damnd to hel for this. 

I Per. Aumcrlcjthou heft, his honour is as true 
Inthis appealc.as thou ai t all vniufty 
And that thou artfo*therc I throw my gage. 

Toprooueit on thee to the extreamell poynf 
Ofmottall breathing, ccaze it ifthou dam. 

Am. And if I do not.may my hands rot off. 

And neuer brandifti more reuengefull ftecle 

Ouerthc glittering helmet of my foe. 

Amber L I take thecanh to the ukc(forfworn Aumerle> 
And fput thee on with f ul as many lies. 

As it may be hollowed m thy trecherous care 
From finne to finne : there is my honors pawnc 
Wage it to the triall ifthou darft. 

Am. Who fets me elfc? by heauen lie throw at all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in 011c bread, 

Toanfwere twentie thoufand fuch as you. 

Sttr. My Lord Fitzwater,I dt> remember wel 
The very time Aumerle and you did talke. 

Fite. Tisvery true>you were in prefence then* 

Amlyou can witnt fle with me this is true. 

Sur. As falfe by heauen,as heauen it felfe is true. 

Fite Surrie thou heft. (Iwoid, 

Sur. Difhonorable boy, that lie dial lie fo heauy on my 
That it fhall render vengeance and reuenge. 

Til thou the lie-gmer,and that lie do he 
Inearth as quiet as thy fathers (cull. 

In proofe whereof there is mine honours pawne. 

Ingage it to the tryal ifthou darft. 

Fite. How fondly dolt thou fpur a forward hotfe* 

If I dare eate,or drinke,or breathe,or liue, 

Idaremeetc Surry ina wildernefle* 

And fpitte vpon him whilft I fay he lies* 

And lies, and lies : there is the bond of fay th. 

To tie thee to my ftrong correction.' 

As I intend to thriue in this new world* 

Aumerle isgmltie of my true appeale. 
hefidcs J hcatd the bamfhed Norfolkc la y. 

That 





TbeTragedie of 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the noble Duke of Callice. * 

Aum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a ^aee. 
That NorfFolke lies, hccre do I throwc downc this 
If he may be repeald to trie his honour. 

Bull. thefc differences flial al reft vnder gage. 

Til NorfFolke be repeald, repeald he fhalbe. 

And though mine enemic, reftord againe 

To al his landes and figniories : when he is returnd, 

Againft Aumerle we will inforce his trial. 

Carl. That honourable day flial ncucr be feene. 
Many a time hath bamfht NorfFolke fought. 

For lefts Chriftin glorious Chriftian field. 

Streaming the enfigne of the Chriftian Crofle, 

Againft blacke Pagans, T urkes and Saracens, 

And toild with workes of war, retird himfelfe 
To Italic, and there at Venice gaue 
His bodie to a pleafant Countries earth, 

And his pure foulc vmo his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe coulours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why B. is NorfFolke dead} 

Carl. As lure as I liuc my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conduct his fweet foulc to the Lofomc 
Ofgoodolde Abraharn : Lords Appellants, 

Your differences flial al reft vnder gage. 

Til weafsigne you to your daies of trial. Enter Yorkt, 

Torke Great Duke of Lancaftcr I come to thee, 

From plmne-pluckt Richard, who with wilbngfoule, 
Adopts thee heirc, and his high fee p ter yccldes, 

To the poflefiiou ofthy royal hand: 

Afcend his throne, descending now from him, 

And long hue Henry fourth of that name. 

“Bull. In Gods name He afcend the regall throne, 

Car. Mary God forbid. 

Worft in this royal prefence I may fpeake. 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeake the truth, 

W odd God any in this noble prefence, 

Were enough noble to be vprightiudge 



jn£ t - 



aJfH 



Ting Richard thcfecond. 

Ofnoble Richard. Then true noblcnefle would 
fcarnehim forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 

What fubied can giue fentence on his King? 

And who fits not here that is not Richards fubieft? 
Tlieeues arc not iudgd but theyarc by to heare. 

Although apparant guilt be feene in them, 

And lhall the figure of Gods Maiefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, deputy, eleft, 

Annomted, crowned, planted manyycarcs 
Be iu^d by fubieft and inferiour breath. 

And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh forfendit God, 

That in a Chriftian climate foules refinde. 

Should /hew fo heinous blacke obfccne a deed, 

Ifpeake to fubie&s, and a fubieft fpeakes. 

Surd vp by God thus boldly for his King, 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King 
Is a foule traitouriooproud Hcrcfords King, 

And if youcrowne him, let me prophefic, 

1 he bloud of Englifh ftiall manure the ground, 

And future ages groane for his foule adf. 

Peace /hall go fleepe with turkes and infidels. 

And in this feat of peace, tumultuous wars, 

Shal kin with kin, and kinde with kinde confound: 
Diforder, horror, feare, and mutiny, 

Shal heerc inhabir,and this land be cald. 

The field of Golgotha and dead mehs fculs. 

Ohif youraife this houfeagainft thishoufe, 

It wil the wofiJJeft dnnfion proue, 

That euer fel vpon this curfed earth: 

Pfeuent it, refift it, and lent not be fb, 

Lefl child, childs children crie againft you wo, 

North. Wei haue you argued fir, and for your paincs, 
Of Capital treafon, we arreft you here; 

My Lord of Wcftminfter,be it your charge, 
f okeepe him fafelytil hi s day oft ri all. 

Bull. L ct i t b c an< j j oe on vvednefdaynexts 

e folcmnly proclaime our Coronation, 

Lords bp ready all. 
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Tht Trig die of 

'.Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we Jieere beheld. 

Car, The woe’s to come, the children yet vnborne 
Shall fcele this day as fharpe to them as thorne. ’ 
^Aum. You holy Clergy men, is there npplot, 

^ > ridde the realme of this pernicious blot* 

Abbot. My Lo. befere I freely fpcake my mind herein 
fhall not oncly take the Sacrament, 

T o buric mine intents, but aifo to effort, 

What euer I lhall happen todeuifc: 

I fee your browes are ful of difcoutent. 

Your hart of Harrow, aud your eics of tcares : 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot. 

Shall /hew vs all a metric day. 1 *• ft:" . < 

^ee. This way the King wil come, this is the way, 

J o minis Carfars ill ererted Tower,. ' ' / , 

• 1 o whole fli t bofomc, my condemned Lerd, 

Is doomdc a prifoner by proud Bullingbtfttofcc, ■» 

Heerc let vs reft, if this rebellious oirtb y.’ r ii-hi A 
Haue any re fling for her true Kings Queene. (Enttr%ic,- 

ajuc lorf, but fcc> or ratherdx>c nofcfcc* oir v. 1 

My faire Rofe wither, yet looke v.p,«behoIde, 

1 hat you in pittie may difolucto dcaw> ' m ’ 

And walli him frelh. againc with true loue tearcs. 

Ah thou the modle where aide Troy did ftnnd! a!. ' 
Thou mappe of lioabur^ ttaoii King Richards tombe. 

And not King Richard : jhou moll beateoinlnnc, i 
Why fliould hardfauourd griefc be lodged in tlice, 
When triumph is become an akhoufe gueft? i ' ; 

Rich, ioyne not with griefc>faire woman, doe notfe 
To make my end too fudden, Icarnegood foulcj 
T o thinke our former Rate a happie dreame, 

Fiom which awa]cf 3 the;tructh of what wc are 
Shews vs but this : I am iwornc (brother fvvcct) 

To grim ncccflitic, and he and h 

'W ill keepe a league tfl death. Hie thee to Fraunce, 

Andcloiftcr thee in fome religious houle. 

Our holy liues mull win anew worlds crowne. 

Which our prophanc homes hecre hatoc thrpwoc 
_ v ;. gutu 
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Kittg Richard tbefecond. 

Queene What is ray Richard both in fhape and mind 
frantfbrmd and weakened?hath Bull i ngbrooke 
pepoldc thine mtellert?hathhcebceneiu thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his pawe, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing clfe.with rage, 

To bee orc-po wer’d,and wilt thoupupill-hke 

Take thy cotrertion,tniIdlyki(Te the rod. 

And fawnc on Rage withjbafe humilitie, 

Wkichacta L'on and a ICing of hearts. 

Ki»l A King of beads indecde.if aught but bealts 
I had bccne ftill a happie King of men. 

Good (fometimes Queene) prepare thee hence for tran- : 
Thinke I am dead, and that cuen here thou takclt 
As from my death-bed my laft liuingleauc. 

In wiMers tedious nights Gtte by the fire 

With good old folkes,and let them tel thee tales , 

Ofwocfyil ages long agoe betide, _1 . . ■ 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefe, 

Tell thou the lamentable talc ofme. 

And lend the hearers weeping to their bed*: 

For why, the fenfleffe brands will fimpathic 
Theheauie accent of thy mooning tong, 

A^d incompafsion weepe the fire out. 

And fotne will mourne in afhes,fome cole blacke, 

F 01 thedepofingof arightfull king. Enter Northum* 

North. My Lord the mind ofBullmgbrookcis changdt 
Youmuft ioPomfrct,notvnrothe Tower, 

And Madam, there is order tane for you, 

With all fwift fpeede you muft away to France. 

King Northumberland, thou ladder where W'thall 
The mounting Buflingbrookc afeends my throne, 

I he time fhall not be many houres of age 
More then it n,ete foule finne gathering head 
Shajlbreake into corruption, thoufhalt thinke 
Though hee diuide the Realme and giuc thee halfe, 
is tooljttle,hclpihg him to all. 

He fhall thinke that thou which knowft the way 
To plant vnrightfull kings wilt know againe, 

H 2 
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TheTrAgedte of — — 

Being nere (o little vrgd another way, 

T o pluck him headlong from the vfurped throne. 

The Iouc of wicked men conuerts to fearp, * 

That feare to hate,and hate turnes one or both 
To wotthy daunger and deferued death. 

;My guilt be on my head.and there an end: 

Take leaue and part,for you mult part forthwith. 

King Doubly diuor(t,(baddemen)you violate* 

A twofold marriage.betwixt my Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt me and my maried wife. 

Let roc vnkifle the oath betwixt thee and mee: 

And yet not fo,for with a kifle twas made. 

Part vs Northumberland,! towards the north, 

Where (hmer.ng cold and fickneffc pines the clime* 

My wife to France,from whe W e fet foorth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweetc May, 

Sent backe like Hollowmas.or ihortft of day. 
fsueene And mult we be diuided?mufi we part 5 
Kmg I hand from hand (my loue)and heart ftom heart!' 

rs both,an4 fend the king, with met. \ 
King l hat were fome loue,hut little polltci?, 

%i ec l e Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 

W eepe for inp in France, I for thee heere, 

Better far off then neerc benere theneere. 

Go count thy \yay with figbes,I mine with groan er. 

-°,yg c ft way lhall haue the longcft moaner, 
Kmg Twife For one ltepi!egroane,thc way being ihort, 
And peece the lyayput with a heauie heart. 

Cometjorne jn yvcjping throw lets be briefe, 

^ ihthere is fuch length in griefe. 

One kifle lhall ftoppe cur mouthes,and doubly part, 
Thujgiuc I nnne,and thus take I thy heart: 

Scucenc Giue me mine ownc againcitwere no goodpartj 

To take oame to keepe^andfkill thy heart: 

So now I haue mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I may flriuc to kill it with a groanc, 

Kmg We makp woe wanton with this fond delay, 



Kin* Richard the fecond. 

Oncemore adcw,the reft let forrow lay. exeunt. 

Du. My Lord you told me you would tell the reft. 

When weeping made you breake the ftory 
Of our two Coofins comming into London. 

York*. Where did I leaue? 

Du. Atthat fad flop my Lord, 

Where rude mifgouerncd hands from windowes tops, 

. Threw duft and rubbilh on King Richards head. 

Torke Then (as I fayd)th e Duke great Bullingbrooke, 
Mounted vpon a hotte and fierie fteede. 

Which his afpiring rider feemde to know, 

With flow, but ftately pace kept on his courfe. 

While all tongues cride,God faue the Bullingbrooke, 

You would haue thought the veric windowes fpake: 

So many grcedie lookes ofyongandold, 

Through cafements darted their defiling eyes 
Ypon his vifage,and that al the tvals 
With painted imagery had fayd at once, 
lefupteferuc the welcome Bullingbrooke* 

YVhilft he from.the one fide.to the other turning 
JBarC'/ieade'djJowcr then his proude ftcedes necke 
Belpakethem,thus,I thankeyou countrymen: 

Andthus ftill doing, thus he paflt along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard, where rides he the whint? 
Torke As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

Afterawel.graced Aftor leaues the ftage. 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo,or with much more contempt mens eyes 

Did fcoulc on gentle Richard, no man cried, God faue him. 

No ioyful tongue gaue him his welcome homc^ 

But duft was throwne vpon his (acred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he (hooke off, 

Hi$ face ftil combating with teates and (miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience. 

That had not God for fome ftrong purpofe fteeld 
The hearts of men»they muft perforce haue melted* 

And Barbanfme it felfe haue pittied him 

\ v C v ' 
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The Trigeifeif 

But heauen hath a hand inthcfc eucnts, 

To whofe hie will wee bound our calme contents* 

To Bulliogbrooke arc we fworne iubicttsnow 
Whole ftate and honour I for ay allow. 

P« Here conies my fonne AumerJe. 

Torke Auracrle that was 
Buc that is loft, for being Richaids friend: 

A id Madam, you muft call him Rutland nows 
lam in parliament pledge for his truth 
And tailing fealtie to the newc made King. 

D«. Welcome my fonne.who arc the violetsnow 
T hat ftrew tbe grecnc lappe of the new come fpring. 

Atm. Madam I know nor, nor I greatly care not 
God knowes I had as liefe be none as one. 

Torke W el,beare you wcl in this new spring of time, 
Lead youbecropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford, dothefe iuflsSc triumphs hold/ 
Atm. For aught I kr-ow(my Lo d) they do, 

Torke You will bc there I know. 

Atm. IfGod preuent not, I purpofc fb. 

Tork^ What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofotne? 
lfea,lookft thou pale?lct me fee the writing. 

Aum. My Lord,tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then who fee it, 

I will be (atifhedjetme fee the writing. 

Atm. I do befccch your grace to pardon ine» 

It isa matter of fraall confluence, 

Which for fomc rcafons I would not haue feene. 

Torke Which for fomc rcafous fir Imcanc to fee* 
Ifcare,Ifeare. 

Du. What lliould you fearc? 

T is nothing but fome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparrelf a»ainft the triumph . 

Torke Bound to nimfelfe, what doth hee with a bond 
That he is bound to, Wife,thou art a foolc, 
Boydctmefce the writing. 

Atm. 1 do befccch you pardon me, I may not fotW it* 
Torke J will be iati*ficd»lct me fee it I fay.* v 



He p!nc\t 
it out of hie 
bojome and 
re tides it. 



tersrvith 
his boot es. 



King Richard the fee end. 

Torke Treafon.foule treafon, villain e,traitor,flaUe. 

■p# What is the matter my Lord? 

Torke. Ho,who is within there?faddle my horfc, 

God for his mercy Iwhat trechery is here? 

Tin. Why, what is it my Lord? 

Torke Giue me my Bootes I (ay/addle my horfc, 

Jfavv by tame honour, inv life, my troth, 

Iwill appeach the villaine. 

•Dh. What is the matter? 

Torke Peace fooliih woman, 

T)u. I will not peace, what is the matter Aumerlc? 
hum. Good mother be contcnr,it is no more 
Then my poorc life muft anfwcre. 

D». Thy life anfvvere? ■-> •••■ 

Torke Bring me my bootes,! will vnto the King. 

La. Strike hi ro Aumerlc, poore bey thou art amazd> titsnuoten^ 
Hence villa ine, neuer more come in my fight. 

Torke Giue me my bootes I fay. 

D». Why Yorkc what wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trcfpade of thine owne? 

Haue we more fonsjor arc we like to haue? 
h noemy teeming date druokc vp with time? 

And wiltihou plucke my faire. fonne firdm mine age? 

Andtobbe mee of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not )ike thee?i$ he not thine owne? 

Torke Thou fond maddc woman, 

Wilt thou concealc this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen ofthepi here haue tanc the facrament. 

And interchangeably fetdowne their hands, 1 

1 0 bill the King at Oxford. 

Du. He fhall be none,wce!e keepe him here, 
i nen vvhatis that to him? 

lS d Away tr vvoroap,werc twtntlc times my fon, 

Hadft thou groand for him as Ihaucdone, 
i nou wouldft be more pit tifull, 

Er7 % ®*nde,thou doft fiifpe^ 

k becne difloyal to thy bed. 
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The Tr Age die of 

And that he is a baflard,not thy fonnc: 

S weete Yorke,fweete husband be not of that minde 
He is as like thee as a roan may be, 

Not like mee orany ofmy kinne, 

Andyetllouehim. 

Torke Make way vnruly woman. Exit, 

T)u. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfr 
Spur,p©ft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,ei c hec do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fafl as Yorkc, 

And neuer wil 1 rife vp from the ground, * 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thec,away,begone. 
King H. Can no man tel me of my vnthriftie fonne? 

Tis tul three moneths fince I did fee him laft;. 

If any plague hang ouer vs tis hec, 

I would to God my Lords, he might be found: 

Inquire at London, raongft the Tauernes there, 

Forthere they fay,he daily doth frequent, ■ 

With vnreftramed ioofc companions, 

Euen fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow lanes. 

An d beatc our vyatch,and robbe our paffengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

T akes on the point of honor to fupport fo diUolutea ctew, 
H.Percte My Lord,(ome tw'o dares fince I favv the prince, 
And told him of thole triumphs held at Oxford. , 

King And what faide the gallant? 

Percie His anfwerewas,he would to the flewes. 

And from th e cpmmonefl creature pfucke a gloiic. 

And weare it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfethe luflteft Challenger. 



Enter Ati~ 
merle <tnta~ 
<e<L 




ay happily bring forth. „„ T . lf; 

Aum. Vyherfc isthcKing? (fo wildly. 

King H. What mcanes our coofin that he flares and look* 
Atm. God faue your grace, Ido befeech your maieflio* 
Tohaue fbmc confe rqice With your grace atone.' ’ ^ ’ 



The duke of 

Torke knocks 

(feare at the doors 



King Richard thejecond. . 

King. Withdrawe your felues, and leaue vs here alone 
VVhat is the matter with our coofen nowc? 

Aum. For euer may my knees growt to the earth, 

Mv tongue cleaue to my rooffe within my mouth, 

Ynleffe a pardon ere I rife or fpeake. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on ihe firfl, how heynous creit be 
Jo win r.hy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Am. T hen giuc me leaue that I may turne the key. 

That no man enter rill my rale be done. v 
King. Haue thy defirc. 

Tor. My leige beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou hall a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

King. Vilain lie make thee fafe, 

Aum.- Stay thy rcuengeful hind, thou had no caufc to andcryeth. 
Tori’. Open the dore, fccurefoolc, hardie King, 

Shall for loue fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the dore, or I wil breakc it open. 

■ King. What is the matter vncle, fpeake, recouer breath* 

Tel vs, how neare is daungcr. 

That wee may armc-vsfo encounter it? 

Tor, Perufe this writing heerc, and thou (halt know. 

The treafon that my hade forbids me lhew. 

Aum. remember as thou readfl, thy promifepafl, , 

Ido repent me, reade not my name there, 

Mv hart is not confederate W'ith my hand. 

Tor. It was (viiainc) ere thy hand did fetitdownc. 

I tore it from the traitors bofomc (King,) 
feare,ainl not loue, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, led thy pittie proue 
A Serpent that wil fling thee to the hart. 

® heynous, flrong, and bolde confpiracy; 
loyal Father, of a treacherous Sonne, 
hou fheerc immaculate and filucr Fountaine, 
tom whence this ftreamc through muddy pafTages, 
ttath held his current, and dcfildc himfelfe, 

)' ouerflow of good conuerts to bad: 
nd thy aboundant goodnes fliall cxcufe 

I ThU 



om 



!». 



Sit l 



V 
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The Trage die- of 

This deadly blot in thy digrefling fonne . 

Tor. So ilial my vertue, be his vices baude , 

And he flial fpend mine honour, with his fhame. 

As thriftlcs Tonnes, their feraping Fathers gold : 

Mine honour hues when his difhonour dies, 

Orrny fhamdc life in his difhonour lies 
Thou kilfl: me in his life giumg him breath. 

The traitor liucs, the true man’s put to death, 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gods fake let me in. 
KingH. What fhril voice fupplicntmakcsthisegcrcrie! 
Du. A woman, and thy aunt (great king) tis J, 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the doore, 

A beggar begs that neuer begdfoefore. 

King Our feene isaltredfromafcriousthing, 

And now changde to the Beggar and the King: 

My dangerous coufin, le t your mother in, 

I know fhe is come to pray for your foule finne. 

Torke If thou do pardon whofbeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may : 

This fcftrcdioyntcutoflfjthe reft reft found. 

This let alone will al the refl confound, 

Du. Oh king, belceue not this hard- hearted man, 
Loue louing not it fclfe, none other can. 

Torke Thoufrantike woman, what doft thou make here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rearc? 

Du. Sweete Yoi ke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 
KingH. Rife vp good aunt. 

Du. Notyetlrheebefecch. 

For eiier wil I walke vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day that the happy foe?. 

Till thou giue iny, vntil thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoningRutland my tranfgrefsing boy. 

Aum. Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knee, 

7 'roke Againft them both my true ioy nts bended be. 

31 mai ft thou thriue if thou graunt any grace. 

Du. Plcades he in earned? looke vpon his face . 

Hu eies do drop no tear-es, his prayers-are in ieft, - 
His words do come from his mouth, ours from 0UI ^ 



King Richard the fecond. 

Meorayesbut faintly, and would be denied, 
w/pray with heartand foule, and all befide, 

U s weary ioynts would gladly rife 1 know. 

Our knees ftili kncelc ul to the ground they grow, 

Hts prayers arc ful of falfc hipocrifie, 

Oursot true zealc and deepe integrity, 

0 prayers do outpray his, then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 

Ktng Good aunt ftand vp. 

‘Du. Nay ,do not fay, ftand vp; 

Siv pardon firft, and afterwards, ftand yp. 

And if I were thy nurfo thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon Ihould be the firft word of thy fpeacl), 

1 neuer longd to heare a word til now , 

Warden King, let pitie teach thee how. 

The word is lhorr, but not fo (hort as fweete. 

No word like pardon for Kings moutocs fo meetc. 

Torke Speake it in French,Kingfay,Paidonne moy. 

‘Du. Doft thou teach pardon pardon to deltro) . 

Ah mv fowre husband, my hard-hearted L° r “ • 

Thatfets the word it fclfe againft the word: 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our land. 

The chopping French we do not vnderftana. 

Thine eie bcgmstoTpeakc,fotthy tongue there. 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine caie. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehcarfe. 

Ki»gH. Good aunt ftand vp. 
c Dh. I do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is al the fute I haue in hand. 

King I pardon him as God fhall pardon me. 

Du. Oh happy yantagimf lading knee. 

Yet am I ficke for fcarc, fpealcc it againe, 

T wice faying pardon doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al my heart. 

Du. A god on earth thou art . . 

King H. But for our trufty b’rother in law and the Abbot, 



Exeunt. 
Jldanetjir 
Tierce Ev- 
lOtli&C. 






1 It' K$i|' 

1 I i! 



TheT rave die of 

\JTithall the reft of that contorted crew, 

Dcftruttion ftraight fhall dog them acthehceles, 

Good vnclc!e,hdpcto order feuerati powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefc traitours are, 

They fhal not hue within this woftd I fwcarc. 

But I vvil haue them if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewcll,and Coofin adew, 

Yotir mother well hath pvayedand prooue you true. 
Gome my old fonnc,I pray God make thcenew 
Exton Did ft thou not marke the Iv. what words hefpakc? 
Hauel no fiend will rid me of this huingTeare? 

Was it notfi ? 

Jfdan Thefc were his very words. 

Exton Hauc Dio friend qioth he- he fpake it twice. 
And vrgd it twice together, did he not? # 

Man He did. 

Exton And fpcakingit,he wifhtly lookton mee. 

As who fhould fay,I would thou were the man 
That would diuorce this terrorfrom my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret.Come let> go, 

1 am the Kings fricnd and will rid his foe. 

Rich. I hauebeene ftudymg how to compare 
tbard alone. Th'isprifon where I liue,vntothc world: 

And for becaufe t!ie worldus populous. 

And here is not a creature but thy felfc, 

• I cannot do it r yet He hammer it out. 

My bra' ne lie proouc,the female to my foule. 

My foule the father, and thefc two beget 
A generation of (till- breeding thoughts: 

And thefe fame thought - people this bale world, 
an humours like the people of this world: 

For no.thought is contented f the better fort. 

As thoughts of things diunie are interroixt 

Withfcruples.and dofet the wordit felfc 

Again if thy word,as tbus:Come little ones, 5c then againt. 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammed 

To threed the pofterne of a final needles eye: 

Thought* tending to ambition they do plot 



Enter Ri- 



King Richard the fecond. 

Vni feely wonders : how thefe vaine wcake nailes 
^ -< ;rea paflagethorowthe flinty ribs 
Of th hard world my ragged prifbn walles: 

And for they cannot die in thei r owne pride. 

Thoughts feuding to content flatter thcmfelueS, 

That they are not the firft ofFortunes flaues, 

Nor fhal! not be the laft like feely beggars. 

Who fitting in the ftockes refuge their fhame. 

That haue many, and others mu ft fet there. 

And in this thought they find a kindofeafe. 

Bearing their own misfortunes on the backe 
Offuch as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I inoneprifonmany people, 

And none contented} fomctunesaAla King, 

Then treafonf make me wsfh my felfc a beggar, 

And fo I am : then crufliing penurie 
Pcrfwadesmel was better when, a king. 

Then am I king agjine, and by and by, 

Thinkc that! am vnkingd by Bullingbrookc, 

And ftrait am nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing fhal be pleafHe,tillhebecafdc, 

With being nothing. Mufic ke do I hcarc, the mttjiheflaiet 
Ha ha keepe time, how fowrc fweete Muficke is 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the mufike of mens hues: 

And here hauel thedainrinefle oft are 
T © chccke time broke in difordercd firing: 

But for the concord ofiny ftatc and time, ° 

Had not an earc to hearemy true time broke , 

I waftcdtime, and now doth time wade me: £ 

For now hath time made his numbring clocke; 

My thoughts arc minute*, and with fighes they iarre, 
i hetr watches on vnto mine eies the outward watch 
Whereto my finger like adiallcs poynt 
s pointing fill, in cleanfing them from teares. 

°w hr, the found that telle* what houre it is, 
vJl- C ^ m °^ 0u i s groanes which ftrike vpon my heart, 
ch is the bclkfo fighs,and ccarct, and groanes. 



om 
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ThetfAgdie of 

Shew minutes, time*, and houres : but my time, 

Rurmes porting on in Bullihdarookes proud ioye. 

While I ftand fooling heere his iacke ofthc clock e 
This muficke maddes me, let it found no more, 

For though it haueholp'mad men to their witts. 

In me it feemes it wil make wife men mad * 

Yet blerting on his hart thatgtues it me , 

Fortis a figne ofloue: and'louc to Richard, 

1$ a rtrangfc brooch in this al* hating world. 

Croome. Haile royal Prince. 

Rich. Thankcs noble pearc: 

E„i er A The cheapcft ofvs is ten grotes too deare. 

vroem of the What art thou, and how comeft thou hither, 
table Where no man ncuer comes but that fed dog. 

That brings me foodc 0 makemifFortuneliue? 

Groome. I was a poorc groomc of thy (fable King, 
When thou wert King: who trauadling towards ¥oike, 
With much adoe (at Jcngth) hau.c gotten Icaue, , vr ssrt-'i 
To lookc vppq my fometimes roial mailers face;. 

Oh how iternd my heart when I beheld. 

In London ftrectcs that Coronation day. 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftride. 

That horfe, that I fo carefully hauc dreft. 

Rich. Rode he op Barbaric, tel me gentle friend ,' 

Flow went he vndcr him? 

Cjroom. So proudly as ifhe difdaind the ground. 

R«r. So proud that Bullingbrooke was on his backe: 
That lade hath eate bread from my royal hand, 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 
Would he not ftumblc, would he not fal downe. 

Since pride mull hauea faljandbrcaketheneckc, 

Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe? 

Forgiuenes horfe why dol raile on thee? 
hi Since thou created to be awed by man. 

Waft borne to beare; I was not made a horfe, 

Andyet I beare a burthen like an aflc, 

Spurrde, galld,andiirdc by iauncing Bullngbrooke* 
Keeper Fellowlgiue placc,hcrc is no longer flay- ^ ( y r d 



Kittf-pRichard the fecond. 

Rich. Ifthouloucri>e,tis time thouwerf away. Enter ontio 

What my tong dares not, that my heart flial fay Richa. wit’s 
Keeper My Lord, w ilt pleafe you to fell to? meat • 

Rich. Tafteofit fir ft, as thou art wont to do. 1 

Keeper My Lord I dare not, fir Piercieof Exton^'f f 
Who lately came from the King commands the contrary 
Rich. The dxuel take Henry ofTaftcafter.and thee. 

Patience is ftale, and I aui wearyofit. 

Keeper Helpc.hclpe.helpe. - - 

Rich. How now, what meaner Death in this rude aftault? 

Villaine thy owne handycelds thy deaths tnftruroenf. 

Go thou and fill another roome in hcl, 

Rico. That hand fiial home in neucrquenchiiw- fire, 

' i That ftaggers thus my perfon ; Exton,thy fierce hand 
Hath with the kings bloud ftiind the kings owdc land 
Mount mount my feule.thy feate is vp on hie, * 

Whilftmy grofTc flefh finkes downeward here to die. 

Exton Asfu!ofva!ure,asofroyall bloud: 

Both Iisuc I fpil!d>Oh would the deede were 2 ood 
For now the dmell that told me I did wcil, S 
Saics that this deede is chronicled in hell: 

I his dead King to the Jiuing king lie beare. 

Take hence t he reft and gme them burial here. 

T L C,n u V ! K ! klc Yo,kc ’ tjlc ^eft newes we heart 
Is, that theitfbeU haue coufumcd with lire 3 

■ I I 1 t 4 ^ /> r V I • A Cm L ^ 



t 

Exit Cjrcom 



The murde- 
rers rufb in. 

Here £xton 
foikes him 
down. 



" ‘ — Guummca wirn ti 

Our cowneof Ciceter m G!ocelle*ftir c> 

But whether they be tane orflainc we heare not- 
Welcome my Lord, what is the newer? 

North. F.rft to thyfacred ft ate wilh I al h a n D i ne ft> 

rhenextnewesisJhauctoLondonfcBt, PP ' ? 

The headcs of Oxford,SaIub«rv >an d Keif 

The manner of their takin- waving- 

4 



The headesof R Uxford 6nw 

rJL f l : s ™ Br °ccas,andfirBcnetSeeIv 

fcoass-g 



Snter Tull, 
brook? ’with 
the duke of 
Torke * 

Enter Nor - 

dumber- 

land* 



Enter Lord 
Fitzwaters* 
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Yintfr H. 
Terete. 




7'he Tragedie af 

King Thy paines Fitz.fhal not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot* 

Terete The graundconfpirator Abbot ofWefiminfttr 
With clogge of confluence and fowre melancholic, 

Hath ycelded vp Lis body to thegrauc: 

But here is Carlcil liuing.to abide 

Thy kingly doome,and fentenceof his pride. 

King Carleiljthisis yourdoorue, 

Chool'c out forme feerct place, fomc rcuerent rootna 
More then thou hall, and with it ioy thy life: 

So as thou hu ll in pcace.dic free from fhife, 
Forthoughmineenwmicthouhadeuer bcene, t 
High fparks of honour in thee hauc I feene. 
r t- VvtaH Kxton Great King,within this coffin I prefent 
M f r I Thy buryed fcare : herein al breathlcffe lies 

vptt i * The mighpeft of thy greateft enemies, 

Richard ofRtirdeaux, by me hither brought. 

King Exton I thanke thee no\for thou hall wrought 
* deede of Haughter with thy fatal hand, 

J pon my head and althis famous land. 

Vxton From your owne mouth my Lord did I thisdeed. 
ing T hey loue not po ifon that clo poifon neede, 

Nor do I thee, though I did,wifh him dead, v 
1 hate the murtherer,!©uc him murthered: 

The guilt ofconfcicnce take thou for thy labour. 

But neither mv good word, nor princely fauour, 

With Caine go wander through the lhade of night. 

And neuer fliew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords I protefl: my foulc is ful of woe, 

Thatbloud fhouldfprincklc me to make meegrowr 
Come mournc with mec,for what I do lament; 

And put on fulleinblacke incontinent, 
lie make a voyage to the holy land* 

To wafh this bloud off from my guilty hand, 

March fadly after,grace my mournings hcerc. 

In weeping after this vntimely Bccre. 

/ N I S. 




william Shakespeare Richard II (stc 22308) 



(C.34.k.42) Octavo 



ndon ( i 598 the British library 




Mm 












mV*; 



mw?&PK 






iW.V'v • i 



ffls 






